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Skylark’s Suit Wardrobe—Inspired 9-17 

by Paris...On-a-slant and slim- 10-20 

ming jacket, trim skirt and fully 

lined cape with crescent pin. The 40-48 
2014-28% 10.98 4 


suit, stunning on its own... strik- 
ing with the cape, which tops other 
suits and dresses, too! Finest men’s 
wear suiting. 

StyL—E No. S$ 765—In brown and 
beige, black and grey, as shown. 
StyL—E No. § 775—In solid navy or 
brown with light line pattern. 
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StyLeE No. 804—“Double Dater” 
... dramatic contrast features our 
gleaming rich rayon faille two- 
piecer. Ten, trim buttons point to 
a wee waist, an enormously full 
skirt, so effective with many dif- ~ . ‘ WA 
ferent blouses, Beige, black, navy. SAY ; -.s 
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StyLte No. 812—“Streamliner”. ™ S\ x 
pong gp = that 5 Union Square—New York 3- N. Y. q 
neg * otag hl a Py yn » (© PREPAID ORDER. I enclose price of gar- 
Soeals degeee * etd faille “ ment plus 20¢ to cover postage and handling. 
black or navy with white stripes O C.0.D. ORDER. I will pay postman 

price of garment plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 


I may return garment in 10 days if nos satisfied. 
StyLeE No. 809—“Paris Glitter’. Ist e 
Our after-five -button-up gets a 
brilliant new look with its scooped 
neck and pockets, afire with velvet 
and flashing stones. Finest rayon 
faille in black, navy, brown. anoness 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 
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Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 
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If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


RAVEEN Dept. 1-1 


SENET ONO OGL CME OAT) OGRE CELE 



























z 7 

: : 

2 S Money back guarantee Fj 12205. Michigon Ave., Chicogo 16, i } 
1 =~ ; : > Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no § 
-- a Try RAVEEN according to direc- §3| risk offer. ’ 
; ' ‘4 tions. If not completely satisfied, re- J] [1 enclose $1.20 (CO Send C.0.D. plus postage 
: mq turn unused portion of jar and full Fi) ine ‘ € 

H purchase price will be immediately ’ 

’ mm refunded. Adie : 

4 = | City State H 
/ sR BB 8h BB BR ee oy By ee Be | 








3 











New finer MUM 
stops odor longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


Protects better, longer. New Mum now 
contains amazing ingredient M-3 for more 
effective protection. Doesn't give under- 
arm odor a chance to start! 

> Creamier new Mum is safe for normal 

skin, contains no harsh ingredients. Will 

not rot or discolor finest fabrics. 

° The only leading deodorant that contains 
© water to dry out or decrease its efh- 
iency. No waste. No shrinkage. 

° Delicately fragrant new Mum is use- 
able, wonderful right to the bottom of the 
jar. Get new Mum today. 


<> 0 
New MUM*S 
Cw 
EAR DEODORANT 


A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


NO ET EET, POT re tT eT ee 16 
When love-starved Leda fell for Negro novelist Enod Ormstead, she thought of 
nothing but marriage. But then another white woman came onto the scene. 


EE ey ee ee er eee 20 


The minute Johnny met his glamorous mother-in-law, he knew he was in for 
trouble—but not the usual kind of mother-in-law trouble. 


EEO CPOE TT EEE OT TOE TOT TTP TT ETE 24 
Alma liked to get out and have good times. When her husband Martin slowed 
down, she baited him into doing things he shouldn’t. 


ds idee eevee ee ata ey Leese thaeer wen Kinees 26 
When Nola wanted to trade real love and happiness for a moment of wild 
passion, she tried to get her Aunt Gussie’s blessings. 


SE PE POTEET TOT ETT eee ee 30 
Valerie learned the hard way that there is a whole lot of difference between a 
proposal and a proposition. 


A ai eis ahs ba age vnkwin'e ik main eT ee ne a 32 
Leda was heartbroken when Steve forgot their love and decided to marry Jean. 
She made up her mind to take him away from his wife. 
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Cg, ee ee By Mrs. Arnett Cobb 9 
Courtship of “Wild Man of the Tenor Sax” had same whirlwind qualities as 
his music, declares his a Texas schoolmate. 


Ellyse was happily married to Mitch but still felt something lacking—some- 
thing that she found in Ted. And then she got some strange ideas. 


What Every Girl Should Know About Men....By Mrs. Lucius C. Harper 22 
Art of winning and keeping a man has changed a lot since Mother’s day and 
today’s modern girl would do well to learn the art, says wife of late editor. 


Pee Se CRN Te MI 6 oo cen ce icicen cs soncwnsecee By Vera Francis 28 
When a pretty, talented, brown-skinned girl seeks to break into the movies, she 
finds plenty of obstacles and temptations, but Vera Francis made it. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 






By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

Are there any men left who are 
worth marrying? I am lonesome for 
companionship but all of the young men 
in my church are married. If a single 
man comes around, the other girls grab 
him before I have a chance. I must ad- 
mit that they are prettier than I, and men 
cannot overlook beauty. I have met 
several men since | moved to this city, 
but they are all lustful. They admired 
my figure and told me I had good taste 
in clothes, but when I let them take me 
out it was always the same story. They 
were lustful. I am a virtuous young 
woman and intend to stay that way. But 
sometimes I don’t believe there are any 
men left who want a nice clean wife who 
is beautiful on the inside. I have little 
chance to meet anybody because I don’t 
go night clubbing. All my activities in- 
clude church work, and a few sewing 
clubs. What do you suggest I do? 

Peola 
Dear Peola: 

Let’s get one thing straight. The mil- 
lions of men who are married today did 
not all meet their wives in night clubs. 
And there are countless young men left 
who would make good marriage mate- 
rial. You are not likely to meet them 
at sewing circles, however, and our 
churches are unfortunately suffering 
from a shortage of eligible man power, 
so you will have to use your ingenuity. 
If the athletic type appeals to you, you’d 
better learn to play at least one sport 
well, or become a good observer. Attend 
parties and other social affairs where 
eligible men abound, and develop your 
friendships with young married couples 
who may have (Continued on Page 49) 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 







works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 
always_wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 


eo 












**A model learns how to stay looking 
lovely for the camera. Black and 
White Vanishing Cream keeps my 
make-up on longer, fresher looking for 
that perfect Camera Close Up Look.” 













SONG POEMS 


Submit one or more of your best poems 

for free examination. Any subject. Send 

poem for details and information. 
Phonograph Records Made 


FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 
228 Beacon Bidg., Boston 8, Mass. 
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WANTED 


TO BE 
SET TO MUSIC 


Smart Simulated 
DIAMOND RINGS 
Matched Bridal Pair 
Each or 
Soth for 
SPECIAL OFFER—We will send 
NEW 


BEAUTIFUL YELLOW 1/30 
SWEET- 











YOUR HAIR MUST LOOK LONGER, 


arges. 
Or save charges by sending $1.50 with Order. 





MADAM G. S. MORGAN YOUNG. 
owner Gorine Beauty College. Mem- 
his, and former President National 
Beauty Culture League. says. “I 
have used Lanson on many custom- 
ers and in my schools. They have all 
praised Lanson because it given 
them the most beautiful hair they 
ever had. In my opinion. Lanson is 
the best preparation I have used.” 





SEND NO MONEY—Pay Postman 
$1.50 plus C.0.D. C 


LANSON CO. Dept. TC-L-5 


LOVELIER IN 5 DAYS 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


Lanson Is Guaranteed 


to give you hair that looks longer, lovelier and silkier 
than ever before. Lanson’s antiseptic action, plus 
sulphur, lanolin and beneficial lubricating oils con- 
dition hair and scalp. 


MAKE THIS HAIR BEAUTY TEST AT 
OUR EXPENSE 


if at the end of 5 days you are not more than 
satisfied, full purchase price will be refunded. 


LANSON 
ANTISEPTIC CONDITIONER 
FOR HAIR AND SCALP 


1. Brings you new hair beauty and lustre. 

2. Helps prevent excessive falling and break- 
ing off at ends when due to dryness. 

3. Softens, smoothes harsh, dry, brittle hair. 

4. Removes ugly, loose, flaky dandruff. 

5. Relieves tormenting itching of dry scalp. 

6. Gives you hair that is as long as possible for 


400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. you to have. 





Letters To 


DINAH WASHINGTON 


I have just finished reading “Why I Mar- 
ried Four Husbands,” by Dinah Washington, 
and | want to take this opportunity to tell you 
how deeply I enjoyed it. 

It’s too bad there aren’t more women in the 
world like her. 


Tupelo, Miss. 


I do hope I’m not being too forward about 
Miss Dinah Washington’s past love life, bat I 
do feel awfully sorry for a woman that has 
everything that money can buy and not have 
love. You see, my husband and I are very 
poor, as far as money is .concerned, but we 
have honest love for each other. As I am crip- 
pled, it takes everything he earns to keep me 
going to doctors and we are so poor that we 
can’t even afford a wheelchair, but we still 
have faith and complete love for each other. 
That is what counts—a poor and honest man 
will make a better husband if he has love and 


understanding. 
Mrs. Daisy Clark 
East Point, Ga. 


“| HATED MY RACE” 


Truly a well-versed, but magnificent confes- 
sion, is the story “I Hated My Race” (Sep- 
tember TAN). The story possesses all the 
earmarks of universal recognition—drama— 
emotion—enthusiasm—reality. Who dares say 
this could not be another “Pinky” or “The 
Other Room?” A bit more elaboration could 
do it. Elena’s job “to earn the right to be 
called a Negro” has been fulfilled in her story. 

I’m on my way to Korea. Keep TAN with- 


in my reach, won’t you? 
Pvt. E. C. Cornell 
Seattle, Wash. 


WILLIAM MARSHALL 


| was quite interested in the article, “What 
I Want In A Wife,” by William Marshall. 
Following is a statement which he made, and 
I wish to challenge it: “We could stand a 
better chance of making each other happy 
without the abnormal tensions which constant- 
ly haunt mixed couples.” 

If he has never been married, how can he 
know about tensions, normal or otherwise, 
which | believe are present in any marriage, 
regardless of the race of the two involved. | 
am married to a fine Negro man and | can 
positively state that we are not “haunted” by 
abnormal tensions. We were married one year 
ago when I was 20 and he 24. We've had a 
wonderfully happy year together and are ex- 
pecting a child in December so now we'll 
really be a family. 

Mixed marriage, like any other marriage 
which is to succeed, must be built on love, 
mutual. respect and understanding. If these 
are present, there are no “abnormal tensions” 
to “haunt” the happy pair. 

Mrs. James Haynes 
San Diego, Calif. 


William Marshall said his ideal dream girl 
is almost impossible. He must learn that he 
will not only have to compromise, but he will 
have to select with the best of his knowledge, 
the one that seems to be the most capable of 
filling the position that he has to offer. Then, 
he has to play the part of a beloved husband, 
pal and father. Teach her and help her to 
round out in the other things that he wants 
her to know. 

To help him in his search, it would be bet- 
ter if he could visit some small towns or meet 
some rural people. He, perhaps, would find 
her earlier. 

How do I know? You see, I am only 25, 
and for the past eight years, I have been try- 





A. C. Bruce ' 
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The Editor 


ing to find my ideal guy, but haven’t suc- 
ceeded—and that’s what I’ve decided to do. 

Miss Helen Faye Wright 

Lockhart, Tex. 


May I congratulate you on your October 
issue of TAN. I especially enjoyed the article 
written by William Marshall. 

If there is a possible way that I may write 
to him, I would like to personally thank him 
for the courtesy and respect shown toward 
Negro women. 

I’ve always wondered what the progressive 
Negro man seeks in a mate, is it beauty or 
brain? 

Again, I congratulate your magazine. Give 
us more articles of that type. 

Dorothy R. Gambrell 
Bamberg, S. C. 


COLOR PROBLEM 


In reading the “Letters to the Editor,” I 
find it to be quite interesting, especially the 
letter “Has Color Problem” by Geraldine Har- 
key of Trenton, N. J. I think she has more of 
an inferiority complex than a color problem. 
If she continues to feel the way she does, she 
will always be miserable. Since she has much 
more to be proud of than the light-complex- 
ioned girls, then why worry about her color? 

I am a “yellow gal” as she described it, and 
I, too, am very proud. However, I never scorn 
dark people. Most of my best friends are 
dark. I find it most complicating at times, be- 
cause some of them are so sensitive and you 
have to be so careful as to what you say about 
color. But, frankly, I don’t think Miss Harkey 
is being fair to herself, nor to her friends 
when she feels that way. 

So, Miss Harkey, stick your chest out and 
feel that you are just as important and as 
much as anyone else. You will find that it 
will be much easier on you and your friends 


too. 
Mrs. M. W. 
Chicago, II. 


This letter should really be addressed to 
Miss Geraldine Harkey of Trenton, New Jer- 
sey. It’s about her letter in which she stated 
that she is black and to her that is a problem. 

The problem isn’t her color, it’s her. If she 
would stop belittling herself because of her 
color, she’d be so much happier. As far as 
her “yellow” friends are concerned, she must 
have a very small circle of friends as not to 
have found those who accept her for herself 
alone. Why she is as much of a color snob as 
there ever was. 

And that boy friend of hers—well, if she 
can’t find a man who loves her and doesn’t 
have to make excuses about taking her out, 
then it’s not her color; something is definitely 
wrong with her. 

So wake up, Geraldine. As soon as you 
straighten yourself out, you'll begin to live 
and really fall in love. 

Mrs. Evelyn Bass Lewis 
New Orleans, La. 


I want to say to Miss Geraldine Harkey of 
Trenton, New Jersey, you need not feel bad 
about your color, because being a Negro you 
really and truly are better than the mixed- 
colored people. And it does not make any 
difference how dark they come, I love them 
more. There are some_light-complexioned 
women who feel just the same as you. People 
talk about them too. White people have no 
color at all. You should lift your head up and 
never put yourself on anyone. Act as stuck up 
as anyone else. You are just as good. If they 
do not want to be bothered with you, go 
around with people that do. I may be light, 
but I love my black women. 

Teddie Brown 
Baltimore, Md. 


599 Broadway, New York 12, N. Y. 





On prepaid orders add 30¢ for postage and handling. You 
save C.0.D. charges. if C.0.D. you pay price plus postage 
and C.0.D. charges. 


MAGIC IN LACE — with its 
own rayon taffeta slip! A 
heavenly dress that's 
fated for frolics! To dine 
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‘Copied from @ belt sold ot $12! 





bith “Gold Ripple” ($3.96) 
ST SPE.» Keeps your weiet slim, slim, SLM 


INCHES OFF YOUR WAIST! 


we have them. Delivery by return mail, because 
vake them. Why break your heart ng 
erywhere? Order now. Two styles of fabric elastic: 
Regular and Iridescent. Colors: (regular—B, C, D) 
Black, Red, Green, Brown; (iridescent—aA, E only) 
urlet, Emerald Green, Peacock Blue, _ — 
Give your name, addres 
Money back if 


” money order. 
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BGR OTHY HUGHES, DEPT. T 
1071 SIXTM AVENUE. NEW YORK 16, WN. Y 
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to streamline 

your waist — 
flatten your tummy 








Grace-Waist — Famous 





smooth, slim Sooenrenee 
pings s fashion demands 
. and so comfortably 


BEAUTIFULLY MADE 
LONG WEARING 
Made of long-wearing, lus- 
trous broadcloth. Thrilling 

a gel tg we back . 
eel ene tic 
all day Parl feria fastener 
makes Grace-Wistet easy to 
slip on and 
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YOUR 


STARS AND NumBeERS 


ANUARY is the month when we 
should try to make a new start in 
life, formulate a fresh pattern of ambi- 
tious aims which will spur you on toward 
a better, more rewarding future. We 
should establish a definite purpose in 
life and have the zeal to work toward it. 
Choose this goal wisely, because the 
planetary formations during 1953 prom- 
ise changes that are out of the ordinary, 
changes which will re-mold lives and the 
future of nations. 

The world moves forward at the same 
rate as the health, success and fortune of 
the populace increase. Opportunities for 
personal achievement will be great in 
1953, provided that one is willing to 
work and work diligently. The trend of 
the times discourages carelessness in 
one’s habits, personal appearance and 
duty, and makes it clear that it is unwise 
to depend upon luck to open a way 
toward achievement. 

Look about yourself, and see what 
methods successful people use to get 
where they are and at the same time to 
find contentment in life. People who 
have a definite aim and purpose in life 
belong to this successful class. If you 
are not one of them, then it might be well 
to start following their examples. The 
less successful groups usually include 
those who are puzzled, who are groping 
around for their place in life, who are 
“off center, and out of balance.” They 
fit in with the negative trend of the times 
shown by the clash of the planet, Uranus 
(in the highly emotional sign of the Zo- 
diac, Cancer) with the planets Saturn 
and Neptune (in the sign Libra) which 
governs marriage, partnership interests, 
social and friendship relations. January 
brings this trend into motion and shows 
the tendency of life to be tense and 
strained for many people. 

The way to overcome the discordant 
tendencies which will be felt in health, 
work, and social relationships is to give 
attitude 


some attention to your own 















toward life and to the persons with 
whom you are drawn into contact. Bear 
in mind that cheerful, optimistic people 
naturally encounter and become attached 
to persons of this same type. The same 
rule applies to unhappy, confused peo- 
ple. Those whose birthdays occur during 
the sign Aries, Cancer, Libra and Capri- 
corn can observe the foregoing com- 
ments with a view toward self-improve- 
ment, or the adoption of mannerisms for 
overcoming problems that may arise in 
their life and affairs. 

The bright spot of this month is the 
prominence of romance and the devel- 
opments it may lead to, especially for the 
younger generation. Venus, the planet 
of love and friendship, is joined by 
Mars, planet of action and passion, in the 
romantic sign Pisces. There is a most 
unusual linking up of planet positions, 
which favors engagements, friendships 
and social relationships. Those who are 
already married can expect to benefit in 
many ways, and will do well to cement. 
the love and good will of their domestic 
life. The best days for forming engage- 
ments, arranging social or entertainment 
functions or getting married are January 
1, 3, 5, 9, 18, 22 and 27. 

The full moon of January 29 and 30 
brings the blissful influence of the month 
into evidence. Success and happiness are 
in store for those whose birthdays are 
under Pisces, Taurus, Cancer, Virgo, 
Scorpio and to some extent, Capricorn. 
Extraordinary opportunities will be at 
hand for Gemini, Leo, Sagittarius, and 
Aquarius birthdays. Look for number 3 
in January. Other number combinations 
are 3, 6 and 8; 1, 4 and 8; 3, 6 and 9. 
More subdued colors should be worn 
now, such as dark blues, browns, grays 
and the always beautiful blacks. Dia- 
monds, amber, coral, jet and garnets are 
favorite gems. 

January presents the following selected 
dates which favor the successful con- 
duct of important business and social 


relationships: (Continued on Page 74) 
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lot about our romance and marriage. 
And the fact that we’re from the Lone 
Star state explains a lot about Arnett and 
his music, and about myself as well. 

Arnett Cobb is billed as the “Wild 
Man of the Tenor Sax” because, like a 
true Texan, he is constantly striving to 
do everything bigger and better than it 
has ever been done before. One of the 
things he is noted for in the entertain- 
ment world is the brilliant showmanship 
he couples with his uninhibited musi- 
cianship. 

I remember the night in Washington, 
D. C., when the band was playing at the 
Bengasi Club, Arnett rose from the band- 
stand right in the middle of a wild saxo- 
phone solo. Then, still playing madly, he 
marched out into Florida Avenue, en- 
tered one door of a street car and came 
out the other! And all the time people 
were following him until, like a Pied 
Piper with a sax, he led them back into 
the club. 

Our courtship had some of the same 
whirlwind qualities. Arnett was a stu- 








proposed 


BY MRS. ARNETT COBB 
—— I tell you that both Arnett and 


I are Texans, you can understand a 


dent at Houston’s Phyllis Wheatley High 
School and a member of the school band. 
When he was 14 he switched to the saxo- 
phone “because,” he complained to the 
bandmaster, “nobody can hear my vio- 
lin. All the other instruments drown out 
the chords from my fiddle.” 

After graduating as an honor student, 
he joined a band headed by Chester 
Boone. He spent two years with that 
group, then joined Milton Larkin’s or- 
chestra. That was when I met Arnett. 

It was in January, 1939. I was at 
Mazell Bolden’s house one night and one 
of the other persons who had dropped 
in to see her was the young musician she 
introduced as Arnett Cobb. I can’t say 
I was more than favorably impressed. 
He was nice looking, well dressed and 
seemed anxious to see more of me. Just 
how anxious he was, I didn’t discover 
until later. 

Arnett had made up his mind about 
me right on the spot. I learned that he 
pestered Mazell for days to get her. to 
give him my phone number. Finally, he 
dragged it out of her and immediately 
called me. He asked for a date, but I 
let him down (Continued on Page 80) 
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By Jane Walters 


HEY HANG OUT of the streetcar 

windows, cling precariously to the 
handrails on the steps and swing men- 
acingly from aisle straps over full- 
fare customers who dare not protest. 
These are not skid row hoodlums or re- 
form school inmates on an excursion 
trip, but high schoolers from respectable 
homes on their way to class. They are 
the wildest, most undisciplined boys and 
girls in town. 

So vulgar has become the language 
and so violent the conduct of these bob- 
by-sox gangbusters that working people 
who are forced to use city transportation 
to get to and from their jobs, take earlier 
cars or find new routes in order to avoid 
mayhem. Few conductors are willing to 
risk life and limb on big city high school 
runs. The company is not only liable for 
injury claims because of the carelessness 
of these rough riders, but it loses more 
money than it makes in uncollected fares. 

Because these teen-agers are Negroes, 
protest against their behavior is loud and 
bitter. One cannot expect any more from 
them, say the white folks. They are all ill- 
mannered, ignorant, vulgar and uncouth. 
All Negroes are destructive. These are 
the people we do not want in our neigh- 
borhoods. 

That is quite a different story from 
what people were saying about Negro 
youth a short generation ago. Then 
mammas and papas prided themselves on 
Sarah Lee’s ma’ams and Junior’s sirs. 
Children in those days were paragons of 
good behavior, little angels of sweetness 
and delight. They were seldom seen, and 
heard only on command. Their behavior 
was so exemplary that Negro women 
were employed in white homes to care 
for white children and teach them the 
same beautiful manners. 

We don’t exactly hold with yesterday’s 
shut-my-mouth school of thought, and 
we certainly do not approve of today’s 
holy-terror tactics which only perpetuate 
the old stereotype about Negroes being 


bad actors. But there must be a meeting 
ground somewhere in between. 

Good manners are the earmarks of 
good breeding. There is nothing undig- 
nified or sissy about a teen-ager who ob- 
serves the common rules of courtesy. It 
is still being done in polite society. 

Before you laugh this off as so much 
lecture from the amen corner and some- 
thing that does mot apply to yourself, 
better take a quick gander at your cur- 
rent manners, and check on your own 
batting average. 

Do you say thanks when something 
nice is done for you? Do you say please 
when you want something? Do you bust 
into a conversation between two people 
without a pardon me? Do you walk in 
front of people or brush roughly past 
them without excusing yourself or beg- 
ging their pardon? 

Is it old-fashioned for the boys in your 
set to open doors for you or tip their hats 
or walk on the curb side of the street 
when they casually run across a female 
friend? Do the fellows you know stand 
when a girl or woman enters a room dur- 
ing a party? 

Now that you don’t feel so cocksure 
about your MQ: (manners quotient) 
after finding that you rate only one or 
two out of the above eight, maybe you 
will sit down and hear grandma out. In 
a crowd or when you are only one of the 
howling mob on that street car, anything 
that you might do personally may seem 
like small potatoes compared to the hell- 
raisers around you, but that does not ex- 
cuse you. Loud talk and smart-aleck lan- 
guage easily become habitual. If you 
perform once, you will perform again, 
each time gaining a little more confi- 
dence, becoming a bit more calloused. 
What seems to be smart and cute at one 
time, if continued, will soon become a 
part of your general behavior. 

Don’t be a showoff. Stop using vile 
language in public—or in private, too, 
for that matter. If you want to laugh, 
then laugh. (Continued on Page 76) 
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RECORDS 


By James Goodrich 





RTHUR PRYSOCK, the handsome 

ex-Buddy Johnson band vocalist 
recently turned single, is the newest male 
vocal favorite on jazz recordings. A 
deep-voiced song stylist with definite 
Eckstinish tones and smooth phrasing, 
his waxings for Decca are big hits in 
record marts. He has recorded a half 
dozen or so discs for the label since 
starting his solo stint a few months ago. 
His biggest seller to date: the lush ballad 
side, Blue Velvet, which he warbles pleas- 
antly and with a lot of soul. His latest 
release: a coupling of two more dandy 
ballads, Sentimental Fool and School of 
Love. Both come off vocally as real 
creditable efforts. 

On Prysock’s Decca dates up to now, 
he has been ably supported by studio 
bands under Sy Oliver, a musical direc- 
tor for the diskery. 

Prysock is not new as a star vocalist 
on records or on the Decca label. Nor 
is he just now winning wide note with 
fans around the U.S. As top vocalist 
with the bluesy Buddy Johnson aggrega- 
tion for several years, he waxed many 
juke hits like Lovely in Her Evening 
Gown, It Was Swell Knowing You and 
We'd Only Start It All Over Again. The 
sides were released on Decca but were 
pitched mostly at the rhythm and blues 
market. Today the new Prysock record- 
ings are reaching a vastly larger audi- 
ence, for Decca is going all out to bally- 
hoo the crooner as the “next Eckstine.” 

Much of Prysock’s growing popularity 
on records possibly is due to the fact 
that he sings a lot like Eckstine. How 
ever, his style (Continued on Page 63) 
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SHOULD HUSBANDS 


se was happily married to Mitch but still felt something lacking—something that she 
nd in Ted. And then she got the idea that maybe she could have a husband and a lover 


“So you're in love with both of us,” he said 
gently, “but you’re married to Mitch.” 








he 


rer 


aid 











SHARE THER 
WIVEN? 





f bears FIRST rude awakening a new 
ie meets is the amazing discovery 
that her beloved is not 100 per cent per- 
fect; that he comes equipped with a full 
quota of shortcomings just like any other 
mortal. This can be quite a shock, espe- 
cially to a girl who is young and who has 
been brought up on a steady diet of 
storybook and motion picture romance. 
I know that misery loves company. 
but please don’t think I’m trying to drag 
in the whole female sex in order to jus- 
tify my own actions. But I honestly be- 
lieve that a Kinsey-type poll of married 
women would reveal that practically all 
of them at one time or another have seen 
in other men attractive qualities that 
their husbands lack. 

And I’m not referring to sex. That’s 
what made my own experience so puz- 
zling to those who knew about it. You 
see, Mitch and I were perfectly mated 
from the very beginning. I still recall 
with a thrill of pleasure our wedding 
night. We had finally managed to elude 
our friends and the guests at the recep- 
tion with the help of Ted Barrow, who'd 
been best man at the ceremony. 

Mitch and I were cornered by some 
old friends of the family, elderly folks 
who'd known both of us for years, and it 
simply didn’t occur to them that he and 
I wanted to be alone now that we were 
man and wife. I shot Mitch a question- 
ing glance, but all he could do was shrug 
his broad shoulders in a helpless gesture 
and give me a smile of sympathy. 

I felt a hand on my arm. It was Ted. 
“Get hold of Mitch, Ellyse,” he whis- 
pered. “I'll have you out of here in two 
shakes.” 

I reached out and took Mitch’s hand, 
while Ted eased his way between us and 
our well-wishers. I marveled at his 
suave politeness. “I know you'll never 
forgive me for stealing these two away 
from you,” he announced, “but there are 
some people who drove all the way from 
downstate to see the bride and groom. 
They missed the wedding so I promised 
them a few (Continued on Page 74) 
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By Helen Sides 


T HE MOST inspiring people in the 

world are those who have a great 
store of self reliance. When confronted 
with fresh trials and difficulties, these 
people only put on a more determined 
countenance and apply their own powers 
resolutely to remove the obstacles which 
they find in their path. They are the 
people who know how to keep their chins 
up in the face of trouble. They are peo- 
ple with “guts,” or more delicately— 
fortitude. They have no desire to depend 
upon others for a solution to their prob- 
lems, never lean on anybody for support 
or try to enjoy the fruits of the success 
of others. 
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The weakest people in the world are 
those who have no faith in themselves 
or in their abilities. Men can conquer 
difficulties only when they believe they 
can. Before work can be done, there 
must be a mental spark present that 
spurs them toward beginning and com- 
pleting the task at hand. The person 
who knows that he cannot depend upon 
others to do his work in the world is a 
wise man. He has character and vision, 
and understands the forces which send 
the world ahead toward a higher level of 
civilization or hold it back. 

Self reliance (Continued on Page 59) 
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When love-starved Leda fell for Negro novelist Enod Ormstead, she thought of 


nothing but marriage. But then another white woman came onto the scene and 


Leda was sure she had lost Enod’s love. 


AM white, but I learned as a very little girl that a 

white skin does not make a white soul, nor a dark 
body a black heart. But sometimes illusions are swiftly 
crushed in the sweeping maelstrom of romance and | 
had to learn the hard way that Negroes do not neces- 
sarily have haloes either. It took an ill-fated affair with 
the famous Negro novelist Enod Ormstead (that’s not 
his real name, of course) to teach me the hard facts of 


life as concerns romance across the color line. 

My first experience with Negroes came when I was 
eight, and our house on the banks of the Kentucky 
River was overrun with raftsmen. Rivermen, we called 
them. 

My father was a raftsman too. When the tide rose 
to a certain crest, he untied his rafts and floated them 
down the river to Beatyville, where his branded logs 








of a home life I had never known, of 
parties and parental surprises, of sum- 
mer vacations in northern resorts and 
winters swimming in Florida. Practi- 
cally all enjoyed immense popularity and 
many were already engaged. They were 
just going to school because it was the 
thing todo . . . until they got married, 
or moved into a glamorous position. 
Listening to them, I felt isolated, as 
segregated from them as if my skin had 
been black or yellow. An occasional 


the cream, he kept stroking her back 
gently. 

I wondered then what made a man 
good, and another bad, and if any man 
was wholly good and another altogether 
evil. 

Surely my parents, who went to church 
and sat in stern judgment on others, 
were not good. Sunday prayers did not 
cleanse them of transgressions commit- 
ted, mostly against each other, and me, 
the other six days of the week. From 


had already been sold to the Belmont 
ber Company. 

[hat same night, men who had started 

) twenty miles further up the river, 

1 their rafts to the sycamore and wil- 

trees on our banks. They spent the 

at our house, eating in shifts 

nd the long dining room table, 

ing in beds until beds ran out, and 

ig on the floor in front of the fire 

all were taken. After they had all 

fed, and their wet clothes dried, 


lack men in the crowd withdrew and 
to the barn to sleep in the straw. 
the only girl, I was shunted up- 
to the loft early, and ordered to 
there until the rough rivermen de- 


ed. I didn’t mind a bit. 


The ladder 


always removed, and the rivermen, 
suspecting my presence, unfolded 
tales of river lore, women, and even 


der until far into the night. 


stening, watching, I hardly dared to 
ithe, lest they suspect my presence 
leprive me of these thrilling tales of 


ture and daring. 


ne such night, three Negro oarsmen 
just departed for the barn—a huge, 
t man like a solid ebony rock, and 

thers, fairer, who might have been 


or Mexicans. 


soon as the door had closed on 
backs, a white man, drying his 
s before the fire, said: “Did you no- 
how quiet Big Nick was tonight 
we were talking about all the kill- 
that have been committed in this 


»f the country?” 


wonder,” said another, “didn’t 
know it was just about two miles 
the road here that he killed three 


i imself?” 


Three men!” Another man whistled. 
| another up around Blue Diamond. 


in all. 
in this country!” 


nd the best oarsman!” 


I guess he’s about the worst 


another 


“He can pick up the bow end of 
raft and set it around Dead Man’s 


like it was a paper kite.” 


Big Nick was a bad man. 


When 


nen filed in from the barn next 


e 


ng, and gathered around the table 


yreakfast, 1 watched them carefully. 
et kitten kept nudging her legs and 


ving for attention. 


A white man 


dher. All ignored her. All except 
ick. He poured cream from the 
her into his own saucer and put it on 
floor beside his chair for the kitten 
ik. As she purringly lapped up 


today’s wider vision, I know they were 
unhappy, unsuited to each other, to mar- 
riage and parenthood in particular and 
society in general. 

I did not know it then. I only knew 
they hated each other, and that their 
drinking and fighting never ceased until 
it ended with one of them murdered and 
the other in the penitentiary. 

After that I became in rapid sequence, 
a child of pity, an object of suspicion, 
and a ward of charity. I didn’t com- 
plain. Why should 1? The orphanage 
was better than the home my parents had 
provided for me. I was a good but lonely 
student, and when I was a senior in high 
school, I won a four-year scholarship to 
a college just far enough north to be in- 
terdenominational and interracial in its 
concept. There for the first time in my 
life I mixed freely with Catholic and 


’ Hebrew, and attended classes with mem- 


bers of the black and yellow races. 

I liked the feeling of merging minori- 
ties. All who have suffered deeply do. 
It is like losing yourself in a city so large 
none may know you, or in a forest so 
deep none can find you. 

Scholastically I was a good student 
there too, but socially I just couldn’t 
make myself fit. Not with those spoiled 
and pampered students whose parents 
brought them to school in long, low au- 
tomobiles, carried in numerous suitcases, 
trunks and stuffed garment bags, then 
stayed to fix up Darling’s room before 
they went back home to shower them 
with letters, gifts and unfailing attention. 

The girl I roomed with, and most of 
the others, had complete outfits for every 
occasion, and money to spend on every 
necessity or whim. My clothes came 
from the money I earned waiting tables 
in the campus hotel where most of the 
faculty lived and parents stayed when 
they came to visit. I had money only 
for the barest necessities, and none at all 
for whims. 

I listened to other girls relating tales 


boy asked me for a date, but I always 
wondered why he asked me instead of 
one of the other girls, and my own 
self-consciousness, my own inadequacy 
doomed us from the beginning. A so- 
cial failure, | compensated that lack by 
becoming very active on the campus. 

In my senior year I was chairman of 
a welcoming and entertainment commit- 
tee, whose duty it was to meet and make 
feel at home, speakers for 
our monthly lecture series. 

Our speakers - consisted 
for the most part’ of poli- 
ticians, social workers, re- 
ligious men of various 
faiths, musicians, writers. 

Since I worked at the 
hotel, I waited on the 
speakers at table and usu- 
ally came to know them 
very much better than I 
otherwise would have. I 
hero-worshiped every one 
of them and by the time 
they got up in the audi- 
torium to tell us tales of 
their miraculous rise to 
fame and success, my 
identification with them 
was complete. I saw my- 
self, in years to come, com- 


pletely successful and 
wholly admired. 


HOUGH our school 

was in a college town, 
there was a complete world outside the? 
college, but it seldom touched us unless 
we had to draw on it from time to time. 
Such a time came in May. Our lectur- 
ers were scheduled a whole year ahead, 
and it was very seldom that one dropped 
out, but the speaker scheduled for the ~ 
May meeting died two weeks before his 
scheduled appearance and another had | 
to be found immediately. 

(Continued on Page 68) 
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The minute Johnny met his glamorous mother-in-law, he 
knew he was in for trouble — but not the usual kind of 


mother-in-law trouble. 


For Alice was a charmer who was 


not satisfied until Johnny succumbed to temptation. 


THOUGHT she was ribbing me when 

Edna introduced the excitingly beau- 
tiful woman with the sensuous lips and 
bold, inviting eyes as her mother. I was 
nervously waiting for the wedding to 
start, stealing adoring glances at Edna 
in her white satin gown, when I saw her 
embrace the new arrival. She later pre- 
sented the stunning woman to me as, 
“Alice Jenkins—my mother, Johnny.” 

I did a fast double-take, running a 
quizzical eye over Alice’s full, rounded 
figure molded into a low-cut gown. She 
was no spring chicken, with her mature 
beauty—the wise, heavy-lidded eyes, the 
knowing, self-assured smile. I just 
couldn’t get it through my head that she 
was the mother of my lovely wife-to-be 
—my future mother-in-law. 

But she wasn’t kidding and I was 
finally convinced that they were indeed 
mother and daughter. I made some 
corny remark about “looking like sis- 
ters,” and tried to appear casual despite 
a hot-under-the-collar feeling. 

Then it was time for the ceremony 
and I devoted all 
Edna. But throughout it all, Alice’s 


my attention to 


strangely exciting presence hovered in 
the background like an evil omen. That’s 
exactly what she proved to be, and had 
I known it then I would have run—not 
walked—out of that chapel and out of 
Edna’s life forever. . . . 


FIRST met Edna back in 1947. One 

April day in that year I went down 
to the Veteran’s Administration office to 
see about «converting my insurance. 
When I entered the large third-floor of- 
fice there was a long line of ex-Gl’s 
waiting for service and the number of 
interviewers at desks, all apparently up 
to their ears in work, seemed far too few 
and too busy to take care of even one- 
half of us. Being naturally against 
sweating out any kind of line, I glanced 
over the room trying to spot a girl who 
looked like she might not be too much 
of a stickler for rules. 

I saw her sitting at a desk in the last 
row. Boldly pushing through the gate, 
I made my way down the aisle toward 
my objective. With each step I became 
more convinced I had picked the right 
girl and by the time I sat down in the 
chair beside her (Continued on Page 51) 
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Mrs. Harper advises her 


daughter Jeanne on getting 


along with men. 












Getting ready to go out, wife of late executive editor Lucius C. 
Harper of Chicago Defender checks her makeup and attire, which 
she considers basic for all women. 











In her Chicago apartment, Mrs. Harper stands behind her 
small bar which is decorated with photos of many celebrities 
who knew her and her editor husband. 


Art of winning and keeping a man has changed a lot since Mother’s day and today’s 


modern girl would do well to learn the art, says wife of late famed newspaper editor 


BY MRS. LUCIUS C. HARPER 


+ deb NEVER know a man until you 
marry him, says an ancient and hon- 
orable adage, but there are some things 
a girl must know before she can get a 
man to marry. There are many things 
she must learn if she wants to hold him. 
I am no expert on the ways of men, 
nor do I have a reputation for being a 
woman who knows how to get her man. 
But as wife for many years of a noted 
newspaperman and the mother of a teen- 
age daughter, I have by observation and 
experience learned a lot about men and 
not a little about women. 

There are few propositions I have not 
heard, nor approaches I cannot recog- 
nize. I have seen men chase women and 
women pursue men. I have watched 
smart women operate and the naive ones 
| trapped by some of the oldest tricks of 
' the trade. 



























Methods of courting, patterns of be- 
havior and attitudes toward sex have all 
changed drastically since mother’s day. 
Even mother has changed. The calico- 
covered knee where daughter once knelt 
for counsel is too often bared and bent 
beneath a tavern bar or crossed neatly 
under a bridge table. 
look to other girls and boys and to what- 
ever sex literature is available for her in- 


Daughter must 


formation about life. 

The girl or woman, who thinks that 
being virtuous and virginal is quite 
enough and that her Prince Charming 
will some day ride by on his white charg- 
er and sweep her off her feet, hasn’t a 
chance. Even the glamour girls are on 
the prowl for husbands these days, and 
they are getting them, too. The facts are 
that the number of eligible men is dwin- 
dling. Competition among females for 


males is stronger today than it ever has 
been. 

When men claim on questionnaires or 
on radio quiz shows that they may ad- 
mire the pretty face but always marry 
the old-fashioned girl, they are lying. 
The slick chick sporting the latest crea- 
tion is the overwhelming favorite when 
Babykins eventually is trapped into walk- 
ing down that aisle. 

This business of winning men has 
been woman’s chief occupation since the 
days of Adam and Eve. Even in the 
more pious periods of history, the lady 
who shyly fluttered her eyelashes or 
brazenly exposed the bottom ruffle of her 
cotton pantaloons was just as hard on 
the heels of her male victim as the mod- 
ern miss who sits determinedly on lover 
boy’s doorstep waiting for him to come 
a-meandering (Continued on Page 77) 
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I returned his kisses eagerly, letting the 
waves of ecstacy wash over me. 








Alma liked to get out and have good times. When her husband Martin 


slowed down, she called him a cream puff and baited him into doing things 


he shouldn’t until that one fateful day .. . 


oo WHAT YOU need, baby, is some ‘Pep-U-Up’ pills! You 
know, the kind that are advertised in the back of some 
newspapers—‘Regain your lost vitality!’ they say. . . .” 
Of course, I was merely joking when I said this to Martin 
as we danced to music that became wilder with each throb- 
bing beat. But as I saw the tiny beads of sweat dotting his 
forehead and upper lip, and saw the obvious effort with 
which he executed the steps of the mambo, I realized that 
perhaps I wasn’t kidding after all. 
“Let’s sit this next one out, Selma,” Martin suggested 
breathlessly. 
“Cream puff!” I laughed, tossing my hips provocatively. 
For the next dance I had another partner, and Martin sat 
on the sidelines watching. I had seen the fellow I was danc- 
ing with outdistance every girl he danced with and I was de- 
termined that I would keep up with him or break a leg. I 
kept up with him. He twirled and spun me all around the 
floor and I didn’t miss a beat. Finally, both staggering from 
sheer exhaustion, we left the floor and 
headed for the bar for a pickup. 

“Where’s your boy friend?” my com- 
panion asked, handing me the drink the 
bartender had fixed. 

I shrugged. “Oh, he’s somewhere 
around.” 

“Better not go too far away,” he said 
warningly, “somebody’s liable to steal 
you!” He raised his glass to mine and 
I smiled at his compliment. But the 
bold way his eyes bored into mine made 
me a little uneasy and I glanced around 
to see where Martin was. He was no- 
where in sight. My companion kept up 
a running line of chatter telling me what 
a good dancer and how beautiful I was. 
“What I can’t understand, baby, is how 
you got stuck with an old joker like 
that,” he commented. 

“What do you mean?” I flared. He’s 
no older than you, and he suits me fine, 
thank you!” 

I flounced away from the bar and 
went to find Martin. Admitting to my- 
self that Martin really did look and act 
a lot older than he was only made me 
more indignant because other people 
noticed, too. But it was true that in the 
past year, Martin had changed from a 
robust athlete into what seemed to be 
a mere shell of his former self. Martin 
had been a star athlete at Wilberforce 
and he still (Continued on Page 55) 
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CHE Wrong 


When Nola wanted to trade real love and happiness for a moment 


of wild passion, she tried to get her Aunt Gussie’s blessings because 
once Gussie, too, had strayed from the straight and narrow. 


— Nola push the curtains 
back from the front window of my 
little cottage and look out on the high- 
way at the stream of traffic speeding into 
our little town of Coopersville. It was 
almost dusk and the headlights of the 
cars and truck that passed outlined her 
slim, girlish body. Beside her was the 
battered suitcase and 
wrapped package she had with her when 
| she made her unexpected entrance. 
iy “Aunt Gussie, you can understand, 
can’t you?” She swung around and fas- 
tened her pleading eyes on me. My niece 
4 was a lovely girl. “You're on my side, 
even if the others aren’t.” It was half 
question, half statement of childish hope. 

“You know I’m all for you, honey,” I 
said softly. My smile told her how much 
I loved her, how eager I was to help. 
But as I sat on the sofa I clenched my 
hands in helpless frustration. The ques- 
tion was—could [| help this confused, 
emotionally mixed-up young girl? 

Nola rushed over to me and buried 
her face in my lap. My heart ached as | 
"smoothed her unruly curls and tried to 
think of the right things to say. 

Her voice was muffled when she spoke. 
*“Jimmy’s leaving in an hour . . . he 
wants me to go with him, and I want to 
0°. But Mom, Dad, nobody under- 
nds! They can’t see why I want to 
spend :hese last few days with him. He’s 
Boing into the army, Aunt Gussie . . . 
maybe he’ll never come back!” 


the clumsily- 




















She raised her tear-streaked face. Sud- 
denly she seemed older, more mature 
than her 18 years. “I love Jimmy,” she 
said in steady tones. “I want to give 
him love and happiness to remember 
We'll be married just 


as surely as if we went to a preacher . . . 


while he’s away. 


you can understand that.” 

The way she said it—“you can under- 
stand that”—sent a pang through my 
heart. I caught my breath and blinked 
hard to keep back the tears. Then | 
calmed down. Why should I get upset? 
Everybody in town had known about 
Willis and me. 

Sure, we’d tried to be discreet, but you 
can’t hide things like a secret love affair 
from the prying eyes of small towns- 
people. They’re in your business night 
and day, and have the nerve to get in- 
sulted if you so much as hint they should 
mind their own business. In a small 
town everybody’s business is public 
property. 

Knowing the gossip about me, Nola 
had come to me when she ran away from 
home. 
she sought my advice rather than that of 


There was another reason why 


her mother. 
than I and we often clashed on things 
that included styles of dress, women 
smoking, and the proper way to rear a 
head-strong young girl. 

Nola was still gazing up at me, waiting 
for some word of comfort, of encourage- 
ment for the course of action she had 


My sister was much older 


decided upon. I knew what she saw. A 
sympathetic woman, only a few years 
older than herself, who lived a carefree 
existence; a woman who was not bound 
by the usual conventions of society. | 
know that my niece had always admired 
me because of my stylish clothes, my 
career—such as it was—as librarian. 

But I also knew that she, like all the 
others, saw only the surface. No one in 
all Coopersville really knew what hap- 
pened behind the closed doors of the 
cottage I’d rented near the edge of town 
after that last quarrel with my old-fash- 
ioned sister. Of course, they suspected 
all sorts of things, especially when Wil- 
lis’ truck was parked in the filling sta- 
tion a quarter of a mile down the high- 
way. And I could almost hear the old 
biddies clucking their tongues disap- 
provingly when the big truck roared 
away the next afternoon. 

The room was quiet except for the dull 
throb of cars from the highway. My 
eyes wandered to the clock on the mantle. 
In another hour Willis would arrive . . . 
in another hour my young, love-hungry 
niece would board a bus that would take 
her to her soldier-boy lover . . . 

Unless I advised against it. But even 
if I sided with her parents, told her this 
was the wrong thing to do, would she 
listen? Looking into her deep brown 
eyes, seeing the determined expression 
on her sweet, heart-shaped face, | real- 
ized that a (Continued on Page 72) 
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HOW | CRASHED THE 


hen a pretty, talented, brownskinned girl seeks to break into the movies, she finds plenty 
but Vera Francis made it and still retained her self-respect. 


VAS a long time crashing the movies. 
bout three years, to be exact. Three 
s of waiting and hoping before I 
ed my first part as a slave girl in 
th Century-Fox picture, The Presi- 
Lady. Those years were uneasy, 
ppy ones. 
yuldn’t find an agent to represent 
that is, not without some personal 
No studio would give me a chance. 
like many other Negro girls in 
wood, unable to find work in 
ies. I had to turn to other jobs to 
e ends meet. 
various times, I worked as a wait- 
n a small restaurant, as a private 
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Hollywood model, Vera Francis has posed for the lenses 
uy famous cameramen. In an informal bathing suit pose, 


gives evidence of why she is in demand as model. 


BY VERA FRANCIS 


nurse for the children of movie star 
Jeanne Crain, as a cigarette girl in a 
Hollywood night club and as a cosmetics 
salesgirl. None of these jobs was what 
I wanted, nor paid the best wages, so | 
was just about always frustrated. 

By the time 20th Century-Fox called 
me for the role in The President’s Lady, 
I was ready to give up on Hollywood. 
I might stay for a while now, since I’ve 
finally realized my greatest ambition: to 
play in movies. But I'll never again go 
through anything like the last three years 
of my life. I’d rather give up the movies 
completely and return to my home and 
family in Boston. 


a. 
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When I first arrived in Hollywood, | 
thought it would be easy to make the 
grade in the motion picture industry. I’d 
gained that impression from reading fan 
magazines, | suppose. And then, too, 
many folks in my home town had con- 
vinced me that I was certain to become 
“another Lena Horne” once I made it to 
Hollywood. I was never so misled. 

It’s a real tough job trying to crash 
the movies, take it from me. The com- 
petition is tough. The chances slim. The 
heartaches many. Few people get into 
movies without a hard struggle. Even 
fewer Negroes can make it. And that 
goes for the brownskin cuties too, de- 









In The President’s Lady Vera Francis plays servant girl who has 
illicit romance with her mistress’s husband. The wife later divorces 
him and marries Andrew Jackson who became U. S. President. 





of obstacles and temptations 


spite the claims that they get a break in 
films because of their color. I know 
what I’m talking about, because I’m con- 
sidered one of them. To date, I’ve had 
a total of one role in movies. Yet, I’m 
classed as one of the most promising 
young Negro females in films today. 

Big things have been predicted for me 
in Hollywood by Negro newspapers and 
magazines. According to one or two of 
those publications, I could become the 
biggest Negro actress in pictures. One 
Fox publicity man told the press: “When 
Lena Horne retires, Vera Francis will 
take her place.” The prediction has not 
begun to materialize but. due to it, I’ve 


Bubbling sex appeal of Vera Francis is still 
evident despite simple slave garb she wears 
in movie role. 


got more recognition in the trade and 
some work outside it. 

In Hollywood, I’ve posed for the lenses 
of famous cameramen like John Mere- 
dith, Bernard and Tom Kelly, the fellow 
who did the nude calendar photo of 
Marilyn Monroe and created so much 
hot talk in movie circles. I worked 
clothed with Kelly on a portrait shot for 
a beer ad. I always work clothed on 
jobs with photographers. Nude stuff is 
cheap in pay and reputation. 


Beauty which won her a 

role in The President’s Lady 

is seen in 20th Century- 

Fox studio portrait of Vera 
Francis. 


Since | get frequent publicity, I’m 
naturally the center of much conversa- 
tion—good and bad. But most impor- 
tant to me, I| get a flock of invitations to 
good affairs that way. That’s how I’ve 
been able to meet many of the ranking 
people in the film capital, among them, 
some leading male stars. 

Because once in a while I’m seen 
around Hollywood night spots with a big 
movie name like Mel Ferrer, right away 
it is rumored (Continued on Page 78) 
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Valerie learned the hard way that there is a whole lot of difference 
between a proposal and a proposition 


HE HOTEL REGISTER read “Mr. and Mrs. Tony 

Hancock, Room 321,” and the scene was set like 
the 3rd act climax in a romantic drama. With his 
suave good looks, Tony certainly made a dashing hero, 
and I was the girl, wide-eyed and fluttery with antici- 
pation. There had been the usual prelude: our first 
meeting, the dates we shared, tender passion unfolding 
within my heart like a budding flower, and finally, 
Tony’s breath-taking proposal. Only one little detail 
was missing—the marriage license. 

My roommate Bea’s warning leaped into my 

mind . . . “Remember, Valerie,” she'd said in her 

flip manner, “there’s a lot of difference between a 

proposal and a proposition!” But it was too late 

to turn back now . . . 

The hotel was anything but a cozy love nest. And as 
I waited at the desk for Tony to return with the ciga- 
rettes he’d gone out to get a short while before, I cast 
a critical eye on my surroundings. Everything was 
designed to give the impression of smartness and so- 
phistication, but only resulted in being cheap. Cheap 
. —the way I felt then, the way any girl would feel 
about a stolen honeymoon. 

Another oné of Bea’s glib phrases popped into 

my mind .. . “A soft heart and a hard head is 

a dangerous combination for any gal!” Yet, 1 

knew that where Tony was concerned my heart 

would always rule my head... . 

But I couldn’t shake off the guilty feeling that be- 
gan to steal over me, threatening to turn what was 
intended to be something clean and fine into a cheap, 
sordid back-street affair. The proposal Tony had made 
didn’t include a ceremony or a ring. Oh, we'd be 
married eventually, of course, but first—well, Tony 
insisted we had to make sure we were “right” for each 
other. He had reasons for wanting us to make sure 
and they were good reasons. I knew that and I’d 
agreed to go through with it because my love for Tony 
was the most beautiful thing that had happened to me 
in all my 21 years. 

Just the thought of him now, so tall and broad- 
shouldered, an irresistible smile creasing his handsome 
tan face, made me weak with longing for his quick 
return. I wanted to feel his arms around me, strong 
and eager; needed the reassurance of his deep voice 
and his lips on mine, blotting out the doubts and fears. 

I moved restlessly around the lobby. A feeling of 
unreality. enveloped me and the strange mood was 
heightened by the sight of my face as I raised my eyes 
to a long mirror. The wavy surface of the cheap glass 
distorted my image like a reflection in a pool of water 
into which a pebble has been dropped. 

Who was the girl peering out from the murky 

depths of the mirror? It was impossible to believe 


~~. 


it was really 1—Valerie Burris, ex-choir singer 
and small-town girl, naive little office clerk about 
to turn her back on her pious past and keep a tryst 
with a man who was not her husband—and might 
never be... 


OOKING BACK, I realize now that I began to 

change almost the moment I arrived in Chicago 
from the little manufacturing town in Indiana where 
I was born. 

The city was so big and so fascinating I didn’t have 
time to be a hick. I was caught up in the swift tempo 
of big city life and swept along in the current of ac- 
tivity and excitement. 

The fact remained, however, that I was a stranger. 
Fortunately, I was spared the usual heartbreaking 
search for a place to stay. Friends of the family in 
South Bend had given me an address where | obtained 
a room—one of those three-flat buildings cut up into 
individual rooms, where on each floor, there is a com- 
munity kitchen. 

It was while sitting in our kitchen sipping a cup of 
tea after a fruitless all-day job hunt that I first met Bea. 
i glanced up as a slender, sleek-haired girl sauntered in. 
“Hi,” she greeted me pleasantly. “Mrs. Snyder men- 
tioned that a new girl was moving in.” 

“Yes, I’ve been here a week but already I’ve learned 
that in Chicago you don’t know the people in your own 
building, not to mention your next door neighbors.” 

“And you're a lot better off, nine times out of ten!” 
she declared. “Take a tip from one who knows—this 
town is full of drips. Present company excepted,” she 
added with a friendly smile. “I’m Bernice Simpson. 
Everyone calls me Bea.” 

“Hi, Bea. Won't you join me?” I invited. 

She peered into my cup and made a face. “No 
thanks. It takes more than tea to give me a lift after 
the workout I get at the slave-mill! But come on into 
my room. I was just having a highball and heard you 
in here.” 

Bea led the way to her room down the hall and 
plunked -herself down in the middle of the bed. Sitting 
there cross-legged with the tall glass in her hand she 
was very much the picture of a smart, sophisticated 
city girl. Her rather plain face, with just a trace of 
the hardness that showed in her voice, was attractive 
under skillfully applied makeup. Her gray slacks were 
sharply tailored and her pastel shirt crisp and carefully 
ironed. She produced a pack of cigarettes and offered 
me one. 

I shook my head. “No thanks.” 

Cocking an eyebrow and lighting one for herself, 
she said, “Don’t tell me you’re one of those old fash- 
ioned girls who don’t smoke?” (Continued on Page 60) 
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la was heartbroken when Steve forgot 

heir love and decided to marry Jean. She 

le up her mind to take him away from 

wife and show Jean who was the better 
woman. 


\S humming gaily as I hurried up my front walk and 
ned the screen door, letting it bang noisily behind me. 
almost five o’clock and I had a date with Steve for six. 

e going to have dinner at The Inn, out near the lake, 
fterwards we'd dance in the open air pavilion with the 
winking down on us and a canopy of stars for a ceil- 
\ delicious feeling of anticipation went tingling through 
1 | hugged myself hard . . . imagining that my arms 


teve § 


he sound of my name spoken in a low, familiar voice, 
led and it was as if the moon and stars I’d-been think- 
out had suddenly left the firmament and were crashing 
upon me. For standing in the entrance to my living 
her face streaked with tears . . . her hands twisting 


‘twisting nervously . . . stood Jean Rogers, Steve's 


. when did you get back?” I gasped. 

; morning,” she said shakily then clutched one hand 
yainst her mouth as if to steady her lips so her words 
be steady. “The screen door was unlatched ...” She 
an apologetic gesture toward the door. “I hope you 
mind my coming in like this... .” Her lips began to 
e again. “I... I have to talk with you, Leda.” 
sudden feeling of disappointment that had swept 
h me at the sight of her, at the knowledge that now 
wouldn’t be able to keep our date, was quickly replaced 
e of intense relief. At last she knew about me and 
She must know or why was she here—know that Steve 


me, had always loved me. 
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“Of course, Jean,” I said and walked slowly toward her. 

The living room windows were opened wide to the early 
summer dusk and the heady sweetness of roses filled the room 
just as the perfume of the purple lilacs had, on that day a 
few months before when Steve’s mother had phoned and said, 
a note of incredulity making her voice shrill: “Leda, Steve’s 
. . . Steve’s married. | just got a wire from him.” 

I'd gripped the edge of the telephone stand with tight fin- 
gers. “What?” I gasped. Then stumbling on. “What do you 
mean, Mother Rogers?” 

“It... it says right here.” I could hear the faint rustle 
of paper. “Jean and I were married yesterday. Will...” 

“Stop,” I cut in, a terrible weakness sliding up and down 
the backs of my legs. “I'll be right over.” 


_— ROGERS was standing in her doorway, the tele- 
gram still clutched in her hand, as I raced up the short 

flight of steps onto her porch. Our eyes met and clung for 
a brief moment, then wordlessly she handed me the piece of 
yellow paper. I brushed past her into the living room and 
sat down on the edge of her plush sofa, my eyes glued to 
the lines: 

Jean and I married yesterday. 

Will you break the news to Leda. 


Expect to be back in two weeks. Love. 
Steve 


“Who’s . . . who’s Jean?” I asked weakly, tearing my 
eyes away from the hateful message. 

She pushed back a strand of grey hair and sank down in 
a chair opposite me. Her face was pinched and tired looking 


and there was a look of utter bewilderment in her eyes. 
“There . . . there was a girl, when Steve was stationed at 
the army camp near Chicago. I . . . I think her name was 
Jean.” 

I sprang up crushing the telegram into a tight ball. “But 
. .. but Steve and I are engaged.” I thrust my hand at her 
and the small diamond Steve had given me twinkled mock- 
ingly. 

She just sat there looking at me, then slowly the tears be- 
gan to slide down the edges of her nose. 

“I... I know that Steve loves me,” I whispered hoarsely 
fighting to keep back my own tears. “We were going to be 
married in September. I wasn’t going back to college. . . .” 
I stopped suddenly and clutched my fist against my mouth. 

Mother Rogers still didn’t say anything, just sat twisting 
her hands in the folds of her apron, the tears wetting her face. 

“Give . . . give this to him.” I wrenched off the ring and 
pressed it into her lap. She tried to grasp my fingers but | 
pulled back and went stumbling out of the room, the sobs 
tearing through me. 

Back in my own home I hurried up the carpeted staircase 
to my room. I closed my door and leaned against it. The 
April breeze ruffled the organdy curtains and the sun stream- 
ing through the tilted venetian blinds played across my yel- 
low taffeta bedspread. The whole room was filled with a 
warmth and brightness that mocked at the desolation in my 
heart. How .. . how could Steve have married someone else 
when he loved me? 

The sobs I’d been holding back for so long came bursting 
out. I crossed to the small desk Dad had given me on my 
19th birthday, just a month before, and blindly opened the 
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top drawer. Steve’s letters were stacked 


neatly in one corner. He’d been in Chi- 
cago for the past two months—but it 
seemed more like an eternity. 


[ sank down on the bed clutching the 
letters in tight fingers. Then I opened 
them and slowly reread them one by one 
: trying to probe between the lines 
for some small inkling of what he’d 
been planning to do. To marry . . . this 

this Jean. But I could find nothing 

nothing at all. 

[hat night at dinner I told Dad. 

My dear, my dear,” he said and 
reached for my hand across the white 
linen cloth, his eyes filled with concern. 

[ put my hands in my lap. “Steve 
loves me, Dad. I’m certain of that. This 
... this Jean forced him into marriage. 
There must be some explanation .. . 
. there...” I fought 


there must be. . 





ceiver slowly back into its cradle. What 
would I say, except that I was sorry? 
I didn’t know what to advise her to do. 
But in my heart I prayed that she 
wouldn’t go, that she’d stay home and 
then there wouldn’t be anyone to wel- 
come Steve and his bride when they 
stepped onto the Doreton platform. 

But she was there. I could see the red 
cherries on the old black felt she wore 
summer and winter bobbing in the 
crowd. All morning I’d vowed that I 
wouldn’t go but I couldn’t stay away. | 
had to see this person who'd been able 
to persuade the man who loved me .. . 
to marry her. 

I stood far back in the station beside 
one of the huge steel posts that supported 
the station roof as the train approached. 
It lurched to a stop with whistling snorts 
of steam and a loud grinding of brakes. 


Using all her womanly wiles, Leda taunted and tempted 


Steve until he could no longer resist her charms 





to control a wave of hysteria but my 
voice was shrill in spite of my effort. 
“She was there . . . in Chicago and in 
love with him. Steve was lonely .. . 
te “ 

Stop it, Leda.” Dad’s voice held a 
of authority I hadn’t heard since | 
pigtails. “If Steve had really 


note 
was in 
loved you, no woman on earth would 
have meant anything to him. He didn’t. 
The sooner you face that fact, the better 
it will be for the both of us.” Dad pushed 


back from the table abruptly and stalked 
off toward the living room, leaving me 
sobbing at the table. 

One morning, two weeks later, Mother 
Rogers phoned. “They’re . . . they’re 


arriving to-day, Leda. On the two-twen- 
ty. Do you think that I should go down 
to the station and meet them? I’m... 
I’m se Pear 
Mother Rogers . . .” I broke in quick- 
ly. “I don’t care what you do. Do you 
hear? I DON’T CARE.” I hung up. 
| stood clutching the phone. How 
could she be so... so cruel? Then I 
felt ashamed of my action—of hanging 
up in her face as I'd done. I suppose 
.. a girl 


upset. 


Steve’s bringing home a wife . 


she’d never laid eyes on . . . never even 
knew existed . . . must be a shock to her. 
[ started to call her back but after dial- 
ing the first two numbers I put the re- 
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Almost at once I saw Steve. He stood 
for a moment, his eyes searching the 
platform. I stepped quickly behind the 
post and his eyes slid past me. The sun 
slanting sharply down through the dusty 
station windows shone on his hair. My 
heart wept remembering how many, 
many times I’d run my fingers through 
his hair. He saw his mother and turned 
to the girl pressed close behind him. 

I walked swiftly away. I couldn’t bear 
to look at her. I didn’t know what I ex- 
pected when I saw him again. Certainly 
not the mad pounding of my heart. . . 
the sudden, bitter-sweet memory of the 
day, just two short months before, when 
he’d kissed me a long and lingering good- 
bye on this same station platform. After 
all I had my pride. Steve had jilted me. 
Had thrown me over for a girl he hardly 
knew and without even telling me. . . 
But it was no use. Despite what he’d 
done, I knew I still loved him . . . loved 
him madly and completely. 


JUMPED at the chance to go to Wash- 

ington, D. C., with Dad on some po- 
litical business. Jim Blaine, Dad’s sec- 
retary, was going along too. Jim was 
twenty-eight, a tall, dark, outdoorsy type 
of man. Dad thought a lot of Jim. 

“What do you think of making Jim a 
junior partner, Leda?” he asked the 
night before we left. 

“Why, Dad,” I answered. “You've al- 









ways said that a business needs only one 
head man.” 

“T know, I know,” Dad cut.a portion 
of meat thoughtfully. “But the firm is 
getting too big. I need a good right arm 
badly. What do you think of Jim?” 

“Why he’s fine . . . fine. I like Jim,” 
I said quickly. 

He looked at me, a speculative gleam 
in his eyes. “He likes you too.” 

I laughed. “The boss’s daughter, you 
know.” But that wasn’t the truth. Jim 
was in love with me. I’d known it when 
I'd become engaged to Steve. 

“IT wish you the best, Leda,” he’d said. 
“Always and forever the best. You know 
that, don’t you?” His eyes had looked 
deep into mine for a long moment and 
it was then that I knew how he felt about 
me. 

We stayed in Washington longer than 
Dad had planned. But I was glad. Every 
day away from Doreton was that much 
longer before I’d have to come face to 
face with Steve. And oh how I dreaded 
that meeting. 

Some nights Dad would leave Jim and 
me while he contacted some official he 
hadn’t been able to see through the day. 

“Just like old times, Leda,” Jim smiled 
into my eyes on one such night as we 
circled the dance floor in a small, inti- 
mate night club. I smiled and he pulled 
me close. 

I drew back quickly. “Don’t, Jim.” 

“IT love you, Leda. I’ve always loved 
you.” He tried to draw me close again 
but I stiffened and we finished the dance 
in silence. 

Back at the table I studied him, think- 
ing Jim is good .. . fine. He'll make 
some girl wonderfully happy. But not 
me ... never me. Then I thought of 
“Steve again. I choked back a rush of 
tears. | wanted to hurt somone as I’d 
been hurt. So I flung at Jim. 

“I’m certain that Dad intends to make 
you a business partner strictly on your 
business ability, Jim. So there’s really no 
need to make love to the boss’s daugh- 
ter.” 

The way his eyes narrowed and his 
mouth went tight made me wish that he'd 
slap me . . . slap me hard across the 
mouth. Anything would be better than 
his just sitting there looking at me, the 
hurt naked in his face. 

I grabbed up my evening bag. “I’m 
going back to the hotel.” 

He didn’t try to stop me. 

(Continued on Page 64) 
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New Year’s 
Ideas For 
Better Living 


T IS 1953—a new year to look 
forward to with all the tradi- 
tional resolutions and new ideas 
for a better pattern of family liv- 
ing. What better way is there to 
welcome the New Year than with 
the age-old custom of open house. 
After the splurge of frivolity, noise 
and glamour of New Year’s Eve 
has quieted down, there is a sort of 
reverence which friends enjoy as 
they make their house-to-house 
calls in a spirit of friendship and 
hospitality. 
When the door is thrown open 
to greet the callers, what could 
have more eye appeal than a warm 
fire, colorful decorations and brim- 
ming glasses of rich, creamy egg- 
nog or a Tom and Jerry which 
will warm both stomach and spir- 
its. To accompany this holiday 
drink, why not serve a delicious 
slice of homemade holiday fruit 
cake or aged plum pudding! It 
has instant appeal and insures the 
spirit of welcome in the home the 
year around. To continue the New 
Year plans and resolutions for the 
balance of the year, every home- 
\ maker should put foremost in her 
mind the necessity of good nutri- 
tious, wholesome meals for the 
family and place a lot of emphasis 
~__ on new ideas for better living. 





COOKING 

















MAKING of fruit cakes and holiday puddings is one 
e most satisfying pleasures of holiday cookery, and 
hed product is a joy to behold and wonderful to serve 
festive occasion. 
best results, fruit cakes and puddings should be 
t least two weeks ahead of time. However, there are 
juick varieties that are excellent and if time is a prob- 
are the answer. 
ake making is not an arduous task if the work is 
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Steamed Date Pudding 
2 cups chopped suet, 1 cup chopped apple, 1 cup currants, 
i chopped dates, % lb. mixed fruits, 1 cup chopped walnuts, 
ht molasses and | cup milk. Sift together and add % cup 
ps fine bread crumbs, ¥% tsp. salt, 2 tsps. cinnamon, ¥% tsp. 
tsp. allspice, 1 tsp. soda. Mix thoroughly. Fill greased 
o-thirds full; cover tightly and steam 3 hours. Serve hot 
with lemon or hard sauce. 


Light Fruit Cake 
Grind very fine: 1 lb. candied cherries, % Ib. candied 
pineapple, Y% lb. citron, 2 ozs. candied lemon peel, 2 ozs. 
candied orange peel. Cream 1 cup butter or shorten- 
ing and 1% cups sugar. Add 1 tsp. grated lemon rind 
and 4 eggs, | at a time, beating well after each addition. 
Stir 1 tbsp. lemon juice into 1 cup evaporated milk. Add 
2 cups flour, sifted with % tsp. salt and 2 tsps. baking 
powder, beating well after each addition. Add finely- 
ground fruit which has been floured with 1 cup flour, 
and 1 lb. pecans or English walnuts and stir only until 
well blended. Pour into greased molds or tube pans 
lined with 2 thicknesses of heavy paper. Decorate tops 
with glazed pineapple, slices of almonds, cherries and 
citron. Bake in slow oven 275° F. until done, about 2 
hours for small cakes, or about 2% hours for larger 
cakes. Makes 6 pounds of cake. 


Fruit Cakes 
For The 


spread over two days; one to get the fruit cut in tiny pieces 
and the other to blend the fruit mixture with the batter and 
bake it. This holiday baking session can be shared with all 
members of the family. 

Good fruit cakes and their recipes are legion and they 
range from the popular dark traditional, spicy variety to the 
lightest of hues. It is a good idea to make some of both to 
please the taste of all who may share in the holiday hospi- 
tality. A good fruit cake will keep indefinitely with care. 
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Regal Plum Pudding 


Dissolve 2 packages cherry flavored gelatin in 2 cups hot water. Add 2 

cups cold water. Pour 1 cup into mold or mixing bowl and chill until firm. 

Chill remaining gelatin until slightly thickened. Then add a dash of salt, 

% tsp. cinnamon, % tsp. cloves, 1 cup finely cut raisins, 1 cup finely cut 

prunes, % cup finely cut citron, 1 cup finely cut nut meats, 1 cup Grape 

Nuts. Turn onto firm gelatin in mold. Chill until firm. Unmold. Serve with 
sweetened whipped cream. 
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And Puddings 
Holidays 


Plum or the holiday type of puddings are a must on menus 
for holiday feasting, and can be made ahead of time, aged 
and served hot or cold to your guests on almost any kind of 
occasion. 

Shown on these pages, along with the fruit cakes, are sev- 
eral types of easy-to-make puddings, steamed or baked, and 
a quick variety of puddings filled with luscious fruits and 





nuts which can be served with any one of a number of sauces 
for all sorts of occasions. 









a 


West Indian Whip 


Soften 1 envelope unflavored gelatin in % cup cold water, then dissolve 

in 1 cup hot coffee. Add % cup sugar and stir until dissolved. Add 1 cup 

ginger ale and % to 1 teaspoon rum flavoring to taste. Chill until con- 

sistency of unbeaten egg white. Whip with rotary egg beater until fluffy. 

Fold in 1% cups diced ripe bananas. “Spoon into lightly-oiled ]-quart 

mold. Chill until set. Serve with unsweetened, rum-favored whipped 
cream for real tangy taste. 

















Yule Log 


Arrange 3 graham crackers in row in loaf pan, lined with waxed 
paper. Combine 2% cups canned apple sauce, 1 teaspoon nut- 
meg and \% cup finely chopped walnut meats. Add layer of 
apple sauce mixture: repeat using 7 layers of crackers and 6 
layers of apple sauce, ending with layer of crackers. Chill in 
refrigerator several hours. Just before serving, cover with 
whipped cream. Garnish with citron, cut in shape of holly leaves 
and red cinnamon candies. Slice and serve. 


ae 
Steamed Apple Pudding 


Cream thoroughly % |b. butter and % cup sugar. Add 1 beaten egg. 

Sift together 1% cups sifted flour, % tsp. nutmeg, %4 tsp. cinnamon, 

¥, tsp. allspice, % teaspoon salt, 2 tsps. baking powder. Add alter- 

nately with Yq cup top milk to butter mixture. Fold in 1% cups 

coarsely chopped, peeled apples and % cup seedless raisins. Turn 

into well-greased 1-quart mold. Cover with greased paper and steam 
2 hours. Serve hot with eggnog sauce. 
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th surface interest take the lead in co-ordinated accessories this season and velvet is a fashion highlight. Black velvet shell 
conservatively priced at $14.95. The clutch purse, hat and gloves are also velvet, and the unusual hat may be worn several 
ways. Purse, $7.25; gloves, $3.50. 


elvet Takes The Shoe Spotlight 


ALFSKIN, soft velvet, contrasting color notes and 
aded decorations are highlighted in the winter col- 
f smart shoes this season. One of the most unusual 
ed for footwear is velvet. The shoe that glows 
ith velvet is cropping up everywhere in the shoe 
simple, as well as ornate versions. The increasing 
of black warrants this trend. Jet is especially 
accent velvet and suedes in black on black com- 
Pumps made from velvet are simple in design 

in fashion appeal. Matching accessories also in 
tribute to its popularity as an all-around fabric 


st feminine pair of shoes in this series is the 


extremely delicate French style in soft, purring black velvet. 
This dressier style appeals strongly to the cosmopolitan elite. 
Smooth leather, always a year-round favorite, offers women 
all types of dress shoes from smart sling pumps, highlighted 
with jet beading, to sophisticated tooled leather shoes with 
four-inch heels. Suede, the “all-time” standby, holds its own 
both in casual and dress shoes. 

Simplicity of cut is also the theme for footwear this season 
with slim, narrow slings finding their rightful place in the 
co-ordinated costume silhouette. 

Shown on these pages is a fabulous collection of winter 
shoes and bags, with smart matching gloves, from Joseph’s 
of Chicago. 




















Hand-tooled leather work is shown in the Florentine heels and matching bag. 
Shoes come in black, navy or brown, and color contrast is spotlighted in red, 
yellow and green special ornate work. Shoes, $27.95; Bag, $72.50. 





Black calfskin “skyscraper” pumps feature 
striking four-inch heel to emphasize shape- 
ly legs. “Halter” version has open heel 
and jet beading on slim, narrow band. 
Both styles come in suede. “Skyscrapers,” 


$18.95; “Halters,” $24.95. 
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Smart “on-the-job” shoes feature comforta- 

=a ble low heels. “Pussyfoot,” is priced at 

$12.95. “Martinette,” is similar in style to 
the wedge tie, priced at $13.95. 


Height of shoe and bag luxury is achieved 


Sophisticated and chic is the “French Tie,” styled in soft black in the genuine baby alligator-skin ankle 
h’s suede with a glistening satin collar. Also comes in grey suede strap shoes in brown or navy priced at 
with gunmetal collar. Price is $22.95. $37.95. Bag is $207.95. 
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bedroom has wedgewood blue color plan, matching denim bedspreads. Striped draperies match bedspread trim in pattern 
and fabric, and cut-outs decorate wall. Built-in window cabinets furnish ample room for storing boys’ belongings. 


ble, functional home of Detroit’s Dr. Robyn Ar- 
has a lived-in look even from without. Tall shrub- 


and green lawn enhance its shaded porch. 


Space Makes 
For Utility 


EYNOTES of the roomy but unpretentious eight-room home 
of Dr. Robyn and Irene Arrington in Detroit are space, liva- 
bility and utility. Though furnishings are exquisite period pieces, 
accented by valuable antiques, they are wear-worthy enough to 
withstand everyday use by the Arringtons’ two small sons. 
Everywhere in the house there is a feeling of spaciousness. It is 
achieved mainly by installing all-over carpeting in subdued gray- 
green shades, and painting walls almost the same color. Good 
taste is seen in the elegant draperies which adorn virtually every 
window. They furnish a warmth and casualness which is fre 
quently left out of modern homes. 


Two huge windows dominate the front of the Arrington home. } 
They look out from the living room onto a well-tended lawn and} 
perennially-green shrubbery. The Arrington home is of the mod-} 


ern contemporary style, though it departs somewhat with a steeply- 


gabled roof. 
The home was in the $15,000 to $17,000 bracket several years 


ago when the Arringtons purchased it, but has increased consider- 


ably in value in today’s market. 
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Wall-to-wall carpeting gives spacious effect to living room which is highlighted by tapestried couch and chairs. Coffee table is of 


mahogany and matching occasional table holds fine Italian lamp. Doorway leads to small powder room and dining room. 
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Dining room draperies are of green wool, vertically striped in green Intimate cubby-hole bar in basement recreation room doubles 

fringe. Chairs have tufted raised fabric coverings. Cut glass fruit as kitchen for parties. The walls are of knotty pine and fur- 

bowl on glass-covered mahogany table and French lamps on ebony- niture is rattan. Room is completely modern and indirectly 
trimmed credenza are antiques. lighted. 
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Modern 


ODAY’S KITCHENS combine eff- 

ciency, charm, speed and beauty with 
all the up-to-date modern features that 
work like pushbuttons. No longer is it 
sensible to label the kitchen as a place 
to cook and eat in. Instead it now serves 
as an entertainment area, and often takes 
the place of a recreation parlor also. 
With the new trend of space saving that 
is so vitally important in today’s hustle 
and bustle of living, the most valuable 
kitchen is often provided with dining 
nooks, or built-in breakfast tables. 

While planning a kitchen, the home- 
maker begins to realize which space she 
wants for equipment and which would 
be good for her other uses. Many have 
found that the island arrangement, which 
allows equipment to be kept in one com- 
pact space unit, is much better than to 
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Saver” kitchen by Porta-Bilt is a new idea for the sick or well. Everything is 
hin easy reach. The dining extension can be utilized for many purposes. 


uilt dining nook can be built into a kitchen and will afford plenty of seating space. Clever shadow boxes and window arrange- 
ment form decorative background and give homey effect. 
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Kitchens 


have it scattered over the walls of a large 
room. With careful planning, space can 
be cleverly utilized and roomy eating 
units will provide comfort, as well as 


beauty. 
When it is time to remodel an old 

house, or whenever a new one is being 

built, a dining alcove or breakfast bar 

should be included in the kitchen plans. 

There is a wealth of ideas available and 

before making any definite plans, it will 

be of great help to one in planning to see 

the ideas of professional architects and 

decorators. Many companies offer minia- 

ture planning sets that can be easily and 

quickly put together so one can get the 

idea and effect desired and in doing so 

can often arrange his own kitchen the Hard-wearing formica tops with brilliant chrome trim are featured in Youngstown’s 


exact way he wants it. modern “Island Table” and snack bar. Stools may be placed under bar when not in use. 


To solve the space problem in a small compact kitchen, an 


Glass partition is featured in cleverly built-in table unit which di- 
extension top is used on regular base cabinets 


vides the kitchen from the dining area. 
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known ways to halt spread of cancer. 






ro 


mination by a competent doctor is best way to discover cancer once symptoms have been detected. Surgery and x-rays are only 


The Cancer Story 


WADAYS one hears about cancer 


» every hand. Never before have 
been so aware of the menace of 
rible disease. This is exactly the 


hat doctors and cancer societies set 


they began a campaign to arouse 
iblic. They wanted to eliminate 
yorst enemy in a fight to lower the 
lously high cancer death rate— 


ince and indifference. 


xetimes it would seem that they 


done the job too well because a 


1umber of people have become 
ned and see in every minor illness 
ptom which they have read or 
to be the indication of a cancer. 
ire victims of cancerphobia, a dis- 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


ease itself. It is almost impossible to 
convince these unfortunate persons that 
their eczema, their stomachache, or their 
cold sore is not the dreaded cancer. 
Doctors know that most cancers could 
be cured if they could treat them soon 
enough. In most instances patients come 
to them when the disease is in an ad- 
vanced stage, too late to do more than 
give some temporary relief. For this rea- 
son they have listed a number of com- 
plaints and symptoms which patients 
should be aware of. These are not defi- 
nitely indications of cancer but solely 
possibilities of being cancer. They are 


indications of the need for an examina- 


tion which will either eliminate suspi- 
cion of the disease or will confirm its 
presence in a stage early enough to cure. 
The sensible attitude toward these 
listed symptoms is neither that of the 
cancerphobic who distorts their signifi- 
cance nor that of the indifferent person 
who disregards them altogether. Rather, 
one should take them to an able doctor 
who will appraise them correctly. 
Because they are much more often the 
victims of cancer than men, women par- 
ticularly should be alert to the symptoms 
that might indicate cancer and should 
cultivate a sensible and informed atti- 


tude toward them. 
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Cancer of the breast and cancer of 
the uterus combined cause more deaths 
among women than any other form. For 
this reason women should learn all they 
can about the way these diseases behave 
and to have in mind at all times the signs 
that may indicate their beginning. This 
is important because both diseases are 
curable if treatment is begun soon 
enough. : 

There is never any excuse for a woman 
to die of cancer of the breast because it 
always begins with a lump that can be 
easily felt. Of course, every lump in the 
breast is not a cancer but since every 
lump might be a cancer each one must 
be taken seriously. The American Can- 
cer Society has published a_ booklet 
which gives illustrated directions for a 
woman to examine her own breast for 
lumps. If one is found a doctor should 
be consulted immediately. 

If the patient is a young woman, in 
her twenties or early thirties, it is most 
likely to be what doctors call an innocent 
or benign tumor. What any given doctor 
will do depends on his judgment. Taking 
the age into consideration as well as how 
fast the lump has grown he may decide 
that it is a harmless growth that is re- 
lated to the sex glands and treat it with 
sex hormones instead of removing it. 
Another doctor will be convinced that 
any growth has the potentialities of a 
cancer and will accordingly make a small 
incision in the skin and shell it out. 

If the woman is over forty, most doc- 
tors are never conservative. They will 
require proof that it is not cancer. They 
will take the patient to the operating 
room prepared to do one of three things 
—shell out a small growth, remove the 
whole breast, or remove the whole breast 
together with surrounding tissues up to 
the armpit, the latter operation being 
called a radical breast amputation. What 
he will actually do depends on the pa- 
thologist who looks at the growth through 
a small incision in the skin or through 
a microscope after snipping off a small 
piece. If the pathologist says it is an 
innocent growth, the tumor or most of 
the breast only is removed. If he says 
it is cancer then the radical operation is 
done. 

Sometimes the woman has waited too 
long. Then the expert services of a pa- 
thologist are not necessary. A tyro medi- 
cal student could look at the breast and 
tell that it is cancer, tell that even the 


most radical operation could never cure 
it. 

Cancer of the uterus is a more difficult 
disease to deal with. This organ is con- 
cealed and is not accessible to frequent 
and thorough examination, but there are 
several things that a woman can do that 
will make cancer less likely. For instance, 
she should go to her doctor at least twice 
a year for an examination especially if 
she is over forty and has borne children. 
We do not know the cause of cancer of 
the uterus but we do know that several 
diseases predispose to it. One of them 
is fibroid tumors. These tumors very 
rarely become cancers themselves but 
they produce irritation in the womb so 
severe that a cancer results. To be on 
the safe side they should be removed. 
Also the injuries received during child- 
birth will, unless corrected, promote the 
development of cancer. The same is true 
of chronic inflammation, the condition 
that causes constant discharge. Frequent 
visits to the doctor will not only give 
him a chance to cure these cancer-caus- 
ing diseases but will give him the oppor- 
tunity to find the earliest start of the 
cancer. 

There is one symptom which every 
woman should keep her eye on and that 
is irregular bleeding, particularly the 
kind that is referred to as “spotting.” 
There are many conditions that cause ir- 
regular bleeding, but since cancer is in- 
cluded in these conditions it should give 
every woman some concern, especially if 
she has passed the change of life and be- 
gins again to see a little blood at irregu- 
lar intervals. If she doesn’t pay any at- 
tention to it, she may pay for her negli- 
gence with her life. 

The commonest single kind of cancer 
among both men and women is cancer 
of the stomach. This disease is even more 
difficult to detect in its earliest stage be- 
cause the first symptom usually com- 
plained of is pain and pain does not oc- 
cur in any cancer until it is rather far 
advanced. Some people even disregard 
this symptom. Had they not done so an 
operation, severe as it might have been, 
probably would have saved their life or 
at least given them a few more years to 
live. 

There are very few ways that a man 
with black skin finds his color to be an 
advantage. It is decidedly so as far as 
cancer of the skin goes. This form of 
cancer, common among those with white 
skins, is rare (Continued on Page 50) 
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gsters should get program of immunization shots against childhood diseases. Diphtheria and smallpox shots should be given early. 


A Baby Needs A Doctor’s Care 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


ARING for a child, a mother and father have not only 
esponsibility to their child, but one to society as a 
They must see to it that their child grows into a 
adult, who can use fully all his God-given talents and 
lities. A young mother and father need a doctor’s 
in planning for the health of their baby. During the 
first year, he should be seen regularly by a doctor. 
r each of these periodic examinations, the doctor will 
the mother about the condition of her baby, and will 
suggestions about his care. Even if the baby is in 
condition, he will still need a doctor’s care. For one 
an immunization program needs to be worked out 
the first year in order to safeguard the baby against 
diseases. For example, every infant should be in- 
ted against diphtheria and smallpox. 
yes, | know that,” many young mothers say, “but I 
ifford a doctor,” or “I don’t know of a child specialist 


4 ” 
community. 


Actually, I believe that the problem of finding a good baby 
doctor is not so serious as some mothers suppose. Sometimes, 
the words “specialist” or “pediatrician” suggest great ex- 
pense to the mother whose income is limited. Actually, if 
the mother investigates, she will find that there are many 
general practitioners, who are, also, expert in care of babies. 
She will also find that an increasing number of child medi- 
cal care centers are being established, in even the most re- 
mote areas of our country. These agencies’ fees are usually 
at a minimum. 

For example, a young mother living on a farm may write 
or telephone her county or district health department for 
information regarding baby clinics. Very often, because of 
necessity, the country doctor, himself, is expert in child care. 
He may be your own family doctor, who through the years 
has piled up more experience in child health care than many 
young city specialists. In the cities, any public health nurse 
can give you information as to where baby clinics can be 





found, or you may call the city health 
department for the one closest to you. 

I suggest that if a mother intends to 
have a private doctor, she must find the 
right one. After selecting one who may 
be recommended by friends or her own 
physician, the young mother should 
work out with him a schedule of visits. 
During the first half of the baby’s first 
year, visits to the doctor should be made 
at least once a month; during the second 
half, at least every two months. It is 
wise, at this time, to work out a schedule 

' of immunization. Most doctors agree 
tothe following schedule: 

(a) Have the baby vaccinated against 
small-pox at three months of age. 

(b) Have him vaccinated against 
whooping cough at seven months (three 
injections) . 

(c) Have him immunized agairist 
diphtheria at nine months (three injec- 
tions) . 

Tetanus immunization may be given 
at the same time. Have a Schick test 
made six months to a year after the 
diphtheria immunization is given. Under 
certain circumstances, the baby should 
be inoculated against typhoid fever. The 

doctor will decide. 

Baby’s examination often requires a 
Jot of time and patience, both on the part 

| of the mother and the doctor. The baby 
“may fret or become angry over the ex- 
‘perience. The mother should practice 
‘dressing and undressing him quickly. 
She should endeavor to arrive at the 





re doctor’s office at the appointed hour so 
there will be as little waiting as possible. 
During these visits, the mother will 
have an opportunity to talk over the 
baby’s diet with the doctor. Even if the 
youngster does not seem to be suffering 
baby from a malady, it is wise to keep up the 
mes, visits. 
om If a mother selects a city clinic to su- 
y, if pervise the health of her baby, she must 
nany be willing to wait a little longer for serv- 
™ ice. But, often that is a rewarding ex- 
alii perience, for the mother will meet a 
+ number of other young parents, and they 
rally will have an opportunity to compare 
notes about their children. 
rite After the examination, the doctor will 
hea talk to the mother about the condition 
a of her baby, and will make suggestions 
=_— about his care. If the mother needs fur- 
ears ther instruction to help her carry out the 
any doctor’s suggestions, she can, in many 
ili communities, get such aid from a public 
» be health nurse. THE END 
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oom is indispensable for the proper 
g of upholstery. It easily whisks off 


e dust and will remove dirt from nooks. 








tocked broom closet reflects the clean- 
bits of the homemaker. The broom 
hould be hung clear of the floor. 


RE ER em Pony 








A light-weight broom is just the thing for sweeping the kitchen linoleum. The 
pitch of the broom should be varied from time to time so that the fibres will wear 
evenly and clean better. 


The Broom Closet 


ITH ALL the new cleaning de- 

vices invented within the last 
half century, the common broom 
still reigns supreme. Nothing has 
been invented as yet that cleans like 
a broom. 

Broomcorn, from which brooms 
are made, has hundreds of tiny 
fibres at the tip, covered with mi- 
nute barbs. It is these little barbs 


which give good cleaning action by 
picking up lint and dust. Hence, the 
old saying, “a new broom sweeps 
clean,” is accurate in more ways 
than one. An old broom requires 
four or five extra strokes to do as 
much work as one stroke of a new 
one, for when the broom is worn, 
the little fibres have rubbed off and 


efficient cleaning takes longer. 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


a handsome brother or cousin somewhere 
in the background. Join some mixed clubs 
or become active in some civic committee 
where it is easy to meet. people—especially 
men. You will definitely have to broaden 
_ your horizon. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
- [really need your help badly. I am 
| about to have a baby by a boy whom I met 
a few months ago. I wrote him a letter 
about this, but I have not received an an- 
swer. I want my child to have a father, 
and a name. What can I do to get this boy 
to come back to me? 

LW. 
Dear L.W.: 

If he won’t come back voluntarily, you 
should contact a social worker in the fam- 
ily service department of your local court. 
They will help you find him, and in all 
likelihood, make him support you and the 
child, if you decide you want to bring up 
the baby yourself. If you prefer to place 
it in a foster home or with an adoption 
agency, that too can be done through the 
courts. While many persons today do not 
believe in forcing a man to marry, judges 
have been known to arrange such measures. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I am 18 years old and have a husband, 
24, who is so jealous that he will never let 


me go anywhere. - I never get to see any of 
my girl friends because I carnot visit them, 
and he is always so hard to get along with 


that they don’t visit me. I think we are 
both too young to stay home so much. All 
we do is go to the show. I would like to 
have a good time once in a while. 

V.A.A. 
Dear V.A.A.: 

If the square wants to stay home, let 
him. He can’t put chains on you and pre- 
vent you from visiting your girl friends. 
You have a right to a good time now and 
then, so stick up for your rights. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I have a problem con- 
cerning love. I would like very much if you 
will answer it for me. I’m in love with a boy 
and he said he loves me but he won’t answer 
my letters. Could it be because of a girl or 
because he doesn’t love me? 

Rose G. 

Dear Rose: I gather from what you say that 
you met a boy and he told you that he loved 
you. Then he went away and now he doesn’t 
answer your letters. The chances are that he 
does not love you. Many men will say any- 
thing and promise anything when they meet a 
new girl but will completely put her out of 
their minds once they go on their merry way. 

If a man will not even be so much of a 
gentleman as to answer your letters after pro- 
fessing love for you, the best thing you can do 
is to forget him and be a little more careful 
the next time. You can’t even be sure that 
he gave you his correct name and address. 
Stick to friends you know and friends of 
friends you know if you want to be more sure 
of the men you become involved with. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 19 years old 
and have been married since January, 1951. 
My husband and I are getting a divorce 
now because he drinks all the time and 
runs around with a girl he knew before we 
married. He tells me the only reason he 
married me was because he thought my 
family was rich! He says he never loved 
me. We separated five months ago and 
since then I met a young man who is in the 
Navy. I am very fond of him, and he says 
he wants to marry me. But I am afraid. | 
think he may turn out to be like my hus- 
band. What shall I do. 

Helpless. 

‘ Dear Helpless: I see no reason why you 
should hurry into another marriage. If you 
are not sure about this new heart interest, 
wait until you have had a chance to study 
him a bit more critically. You may just 
be on the rebound, you know. As for his 
probable vices—just remember that drink- 
ing isn’t the only one, and refraining from 
drinking isn’t the only virtue. Take things 
slow for a while, and try to make sure this 
time that the man you marry is really the 
man you want. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a very lonely 
fellow over here in Korea. I have no friends 
to whom I can write, and no family back 
home. What should I do? The fellows in 
my company let me read their mail, but it 
is not like having mail of your own. I just 
picked up one of your books and read Dear- 
ly Beloved. I thought perhaps you could 
help me with my problem. 

Pfc. James L. Davis. 

Dear Pfc. Davis: Maybe a little “pen 
pal” correspondence would cheer you up. 
Here’s his address, girls: Pfc. James L. 
Davis, 13363766; Hq. Co. 2nd Bn., 7th In- 
fantry Regiment; 3rd Inf. Div. APO 468; 
c/o Postmaster, San Francisco, California. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I need advice. I 
married a man 35 years older than I am, 
and we are now separated. I have met and 
fallen in love with his nephew who is my 
age. Is it wrong for us to want to get 
married? I have ason. Will it affect his 
life in any unpleasant way? Please help 
me. A.B. 

Dear A. B.: The time when you really 
needed advice was before you married. 
Afterward is a little too late. I would 
strongly urge you not to marry your hus- 
band’s nephew. I believe it would have an 
adverse effect upon your son’s life. Also 
it might not be the most advisable situa- 
tion for you to become involved in your- 
self. If you do not believe that you and 
your husband can build a moderately suc- 
cessful marriage together, then try to find 
someone else. There are other men. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 19 years old and in love with a 
man, 23, who lives in another state. I fell 
in love with him a year ago when I went 
to his city to visit. We got along well for 
six months, and started planning to marry. 
Then I learned he has three children by 


one girl and that he lives with another. I 
asked him about it, and he did not deny 
it, but he said he loved me very much. A 
few weeks ago, however, he stopped speak- 
ing to me altogether. I love him so much 
and I just can’t bear to see him and not 
say anything to him. I feel left out, and 
very despondent. Would it be wrong for 
me to ask him to come back? Theresa 
Dear Theresa: 

You don’t know when you're well off! 
The very best thing that man ever did, I’m 
sure, was to stop speaking to you. Forget 
him just as fast as you can. I’m positive 
the “other women” in his life wish they 
had done this sooner. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I hav: been married 
for three years and have no children. I am 
unhappy with my husband and want to get 
a divorce. I feel guilty about it, though, 
because he is good to me. He has bought 
us a nice home, and we have a car and 
many of the luxuries which other couples 
our age do not have. But I am always 
ashamed to go out with him socially. He is 
much darker than I, and is not the least bit 
handsome. When I married him it was 
because I was all alone—my parents had 
died—and I thought he could make me 
happy and secure. Now I know this is not 
enough, because we must have something 
in common, too. My husband and I have 
nothing. I think the marriage is a loss, 
because I just cannot change the way I feel 
about him. What do you think I should 
do? Margi 

Dear Margi: At the risk of being very 
cutting I must ask: “Weren’t you looking 
at your husband when you said: ‘I do?’” 
[ think your attitude is incredibly cruel, 
and that you would be making one of the 
biggest mistakes of your life to leave a man 
who is as good to you as you say your 
husband is. Many a woman would love to 
be in your shoes. Don’t be blinded by your 
husband’s color, or the roughness of his 
features, because color does not determine 
a person’s goodness. You have been most 
‘unjust in your appraisal of your husband, 
and I believe that if anyone is getting 
cheated, he is. Why not start being realis- 
tic about life and love, instead of approach- 
ing every situation like a spoiled brat? 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I would like to know if I should tell my 
little boy that he was born out of wedlock. 
I was married just before he was born. I 
think someday he might learn it from 
someone else, and then he would come to 
me, to ask if it is so. I would rather tell 
him while he is a child. J.M. 
Dear J.M.: 

By all means, don’t. You married, I 
gather, in order to give your child a name, 
as well as a father. Why ruin it now? Ac- 
tually, if you were married before he was 
born, even one month before, the child 
was not born out of wedlock. Don’t pre- 
cipitate your problem. If it comes up at 
some later date. that will be the time to 
handle it. 
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Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 16 and in lave with a married man. 
We were going together before he married, 
but we quarreled once and stopped seeing 
each other. When we made up, he found 
out that his other girlfriend was going to 
have a baby. His mother made him marry 
her. We still see each other as much as we 
can, but we are both afraid somebody will 
hear about us. I have another boyfriend 
in the paratroopers whom I like a great 
leal. He is coming home soon and I don’t 
know what to do. Should I drop the other 


? 


man 


L.. 3. 


Dear L. J. 

You are “being took,” little girl. Your 
married boyfriend sounds like a first class 
rat. At 16, you should not be too seriously 
interested in any one person and certainly 
not. in any married man. Check up, cutie. 
Fast! Date your paratrooper if you like 
when he comes home, but for goodness 
sakes get rid of those romantic confusions 
of yours first! And beware of boudoirs. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

[ have a very unhappy home and want 
to marry to get out of it. I’m 17, a high 
school graduate, and lonely. My sister is a 
year younger than I, wears my clothes all 
the time without asking, and I have to work 
hard to replace them. Mother won’t do 
inything about it, and says she will be glad 
when I leave to go to college. Mother seems 
not to like me at all, and always sides with 
my sister. I have had three proposals to 
marry. I’m upset and disturbed at home. 
What should I do? 

Helen 


Helen: 

For the duration, get a good lock with 
just one key—yours. When you go away 
to college, your sister won’t find it so easy 
to appropriate that which is not hers. It’s 
OK to share things if you are not the per- 
son who has to do all the sharing. I can 
understand your wanting to do something 
about it. and think it is shocking that your 
mother won’t help you . . . unless you are 
poor and she cannot afford clothes for two. 
In that case, you should share what you 


nave 


Dear 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

| have been married for nine months and 
found no happiness. My wife is two years 
older than lam. That makes no difference, 
of course, but the point is I don’t love her 
ind I never have. When I married her, it 
was only because of affection. I thought 
someday I could grow to love her. Instead, 
[ despise her completely. I can’t stand for 
touch me. I have to be drunk to be 
iround her. I told her how I felt (al- 
though not so bluntly) but she refused to 
believe it and said she would not give me a 
No other woman makes me feel 


ner to 


livorce. 
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this way. I’m in the Air Force now. I am 


nineteen. 
A 3/c Clarence Thompson 


Dear Airman Thompson: 

You were washed up right from the start, 
as any good judge can tell you. Marriage 
should not be entered into lightly. The 
only sound reason for it is that you find you 
cannot possibly be happy without the per- 
son you care for. You have two outs: di- 
vorce or separation. Right now the Air 
Force seems to be taking care of the sec- 
ond suggestion rather thoroughly. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I just recently married the man who is 
the father of my four-year-old son. During 
the time when the child was to be born, he 
wanted to marry me but his mother kept 
saying we were too young, and that the 
child was not his. So we put it off. Before 
he went into the Army we married and I 
came home to live with his mother. She 
writes him all kind of stories about me, and 
nags all the time. She doesn’t want me to 
let my son visit my mother, and she never 
takes care of him so that I can get out. 
She keeps track of every penny I spend 
like it is her own. She is very nice in some 
ways, but she can be very hateful. She 
doesn’t want me to move, but I think it 
would be best if I did. Do you? 

E. Burton 


Dear Mrs. Burton: 
If I were you I'd call a moving van. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I guess you think I’m becoming a regu- 
lar pest, but I was so pleased with the in- 
formation you gave me once before that I 
just had to write you again. It brought 
the right understanding between me and 
all my family. I want to know if you think 
a 14-year-old girl is old enough to go rid- 
ing with her boyfriend in his car, and may- 
be with some of her other casual boyfriends 
(not lovers, just friends). If she can go 
to the movies, or tea rooms, she ought to 
be able to go riding, don’t you think? 


Mona 


Dear Mona: 

Just as there isn’t any specific age when 
a girl is mature enough to begin dating, 
there is no specific age when she is old 
enough to be trusted in a car with a boy- 
friend. People blame automobiles for a lot 
of juvenile delinquencies, but the trouble 
is really to be found in the way the “juve- 
niles” have been brought up. Boys rarely 
get involved any more deeply with girls 
than the girls want them to. If your par- 
ents think you are capable of holding your 
own, and if you are sure of it yourself, 
then perhaps you are not too young. But 
pick your dates carefully. Some young men 
try to convert a convertible into a honey- 
moon cabin. 


Health 


(Continued from Page 45) 
rare among dark people. It is thought that 
the pigment of the skin protects against 
sunlight, believed to be the chief cause of 
skin cancer. 

This racial] immunity, unfortunately, does 
not extend to other forms of cancer. There 
is very little racial difference in the oc. 
currence of most cancers, except perhaps 
cancer of the uterus. This kind of cancer 
seems to be higher in colored people, prob.- 
ably as the result of the higher incidence 
among them of fibroid tumors. 

There are two things every doctor prays 
for in regard to cancer: first, for some kind 
of test that will show up cancer when it 
first begins to grow; second, for a certain, 
absolute, and unmutilating cure. 

No matter how careful and watchful we 
may be, there are some forms of cancer that 
are full-blown and past curing when they 
are discovered. This is the characteristic 
of cancer of the blood called leukemia, or 
cancer of the lymph glands called Hodg- 
kin’s disease and sarcoma. 

If there was some kind of blood test that 
could be used at frequent intervals to dis- 
close an unsuspected cancer, thousands of 
lives could be saved each year. It is be- 
lieved that a cancer begins with a single 
cell but that when this one cell multiplies 
enough to be seen as a lump, or felt with 
the fingers, or to cause pain, the number 
has increased to millions of cells. A good 
blood test would tell us when it was in the 
one-cell stage or at least when there were 
just a few such cells. We have good blood 
tests for syphilis, typhoid fever and many 
other diseases and it is not too much to 
hope that a similar one will be found for 
cancer. Many such tests have been pro- 
posed but none has been found successful. 

The best cure for cancer that we have 
now is surgery by means of which the 
growth is cut out. Sometimes the cancer 
has spread so wide that all of it cannot be 
located or removed even if found. At the 
very best it is a mutilating procedure. A 
breast must be removed, a leg taken off or 
a part of the brain destroyed. 

The next best curative agent is x-ray or 
radium which acts in a similar way. Its 
effect is limited and oftentimes great injury 
to normal parts of the body follows. 

Some day a drug will be discovered which 
when injected into the body will kill every 
cancer cell and leave normal cells unin- 
jured. When the atomic bomb was discov- 
ered it was hoped that certain by-products, 
called radioactive chemicals, would prove 
to be the answer. However, with the excep- 
tion of radioactive iodine which is injected 
to treat cancer of the thyroid gland, these 
expectations have not been realized. 

Because the demand for a cancer cure 
has been so urgent, quacks and charlatans 
have not been slow to provide one. Victims 
of the disease and their loved ones are so 
desperate that they will try anything. But 
money spent for such worthless medicines 
is like pouring it down the drain. 


THE END 
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Danger 
(Continued from Page 21) 





desk I was positive of it. I studied her as 
I waited until she finished her paper work. 
She was a tall, willowy girl whose creamy 
gold beauty was half-hidden by her thick 
black hair as she bent over the open folder 
before her. Finally she laid down her 
pencil and looked up at me ir personally. 
Her eyes were a liquid brown. 

“Your slip, please,” she said in a voice 
that was both cool and exciting. Then, 
apparently sensing something a little ir- 
regular, she added. “You do have a slip 
fom the information desk, don’t you?” 

I cleared my throat. “Well, as a matter 
of fact, I don’t.” 

“You’re supposed to wait until you’re 
assigned to someone for an interview,” she 
said sternly. 

I turned on the old charm. “I know, but 
I saw this empty chair and then I saw 
you and I felt you’d understand my prob- 
lem.” 

A tiny frewn of annoyance wrinkled her 
forehead and she nodded toward the front 
of the office. “I suppose it doesn’t matter 
to you what they feel?” she inquired. 

I twisted around and saw several fel- 
lows in the long line whispering together 
and glaring in my direction. She didn’t 
give me a chance to answer. “I think 
you'd better go wait your turn.” she sug- 
gested, and this time her voice was a little 
less business-like. I tried to think of some 
snappy comeback, but she was absolutely 
tight, so what could I say? I ignored the 
ill-concealed grins of the men as I walked 
tothe end of the line and took my place. 

About 20 minutes later I’d finally made 
it to the information desk and with the 
assignment slip in my hand, [ stalled 
around outside the gate a couple of min- 
utés until the girl I’d first talked to finished 
an interview. Then I rushed over and sat 
down again. 

“I see you made it,’ 
out looking up. 

I was still salty about being out-maneu- 
vered by her, so I said pointedly, “I sup- 
pose that happens all the time with you.” 

She glanced up quickly then ducked her 
head to hide the blush that spread through 
her cheeks. I had her on the defensive, 
30 I added, “Do you always send them back 
to the line?” 

“Of course!” She was trying to recover 
her poise. “It’s not the policy of the VA 
to play favorites.” 

“And do they come back to you again— 
like I did?” 

“Suppose we get down to business, 
Mr.—” she looked at the slip I’d handed 
her, “Mr. Hawkins?” 

lexplained my plan to convert my regu- 


> 


she observed, with- 





lar life insurance to a policy of the 20-year 
kind, but it was hard to keep my mind off 
the disconcerting way her limpid brown 
eyes surveyed me as I talked. She handed 
me some pamphlets to read and some forms 
to fill out. Then I got a bright idea. “I'll 
want to look these over at home.” I said. 
“Ts it okay if I come back and talk to you 
in a week or so?” 

“Tf it’s about business and nothing else, 
you can,” she said, lapsing into her official 
role. 

“Of course!” I said with feigned sur- 
“What else?” 


prise. 
Again her cheeks reddened and _ her 
hands fumbled with the papers on her 


desk. I figured I’d better leave while I was 
ahead, so I thanked her and walked away. 
At the door I looked back and saw she was 
still watching me. I thought I detected the 
trace of a smile on her lovely face. 


WENT back, all right. four times in 

four weeks, although it took a lot of 
figuring to think up enough questions for 
each visit. But it worked. Soon I had her 
name, and two weeks later we had our first 
date. I remember how proud I was walk- 
ing down the street with Edna, tall and 
graceful, beside me. And going into a 
restaurant with her when she was stunning- 
ly gowned was always a dramatic event. 

We found ourselves perfectly suited for 
each other and I kept congratulating my- 
self for deciding to settle in Boston after 
I got out of the Navy. Meeting Edna was 
the best thing that had happened to me. 
I was a lucky guy; she liked to dance, ap- 
preciated a good steak, and was a whiz at 
figures. A perfect mate for a young real 
estate man with plans for the future. 

Once, when I was out in the field with a 
prospective buyer. I had to phone Edna to 
tell her I'd be a little late for our date that 
night. She sounded rather disappointed, 
but she wasn’t half as sorry about it as I 
was. The more I saw of her, the more un- 
happy I was when we were apart. Later 
that night I told her about the sale I'd 
made that day. After a moment’s indeci- 
sion, I confessed that my client was a 
woman. “Can you forgive me for standing 
you up for another woman, darling?” I 
asked, half jokingly. 

“What’s there to forgive, Johnny?” Her 
voice was calm, matter of fact. “It was 
business, wasn’t it?” 

“She was quite a dish,” I teased. “A 
widow with a lot of dough.” 

Edna waved her hand, then let it come 
to rest on top of mine. “I’m a big girl now. 
Johnny. I know the facts of life and I 
know that a man can’t get very far with 
a woman unless she’s willing.” 

“So you’re not jealous?” 
was somewhat disappointed. 

She gave my hand a little squeeze. “No 


I confess I 


girl wants a man stolen from under her 
“But she can save herself 
heartaches—by 


nose,” she said. 
a lot of headaches—and 
realizing no man is perfect. Adam had only 
one woman with him in the Garden of Eden 
and even he couldn’t resist temptation. So 





what hope is there for a man today, with 
hundreds of she-wolves on the make?” 

I was amazed by the logic and her un- 
derstanding. “In other words,” I said, “a 
guy should pick out the woman he wants 
and if he really loves her, she won’t have 
to worry about his going astray.” 

“That’s right, darling. I'd hate to think 
I could hold a man only as long as he was 
in sight.” 

“Honey, that’s one problem you'll never 
have,” I promised. “I’m so crazy about 
you, I can’t even see any other woman!” 

I meant it, too, and that night we became 
engaged. 

Like all engaged couples, I suppose, we 
spent lots of time exchanging stories of 
our youth and our families. “Daddy died 
when I was eleven,” Edna told me one 
night. “He’d been sick for two years and 
Mother was practically penniless after pay- 
ing doctor bills and funeral expenses.” 

“Tough.” 

“There she was with a kid daughter on 
her hands, no job and no money.” 

“But she made out okay,” I commented. 
“The Jenkins Beauty System isn’t exactly 
a small-time operation.” 

Edna smiled proudly. “She’s got shops 
in Cleveland and Pittsburgh. as well as 
Chicago. Mother studied beauty culture, 
finally opened a shop of her own and 
things have been booming ever since. 

“But it wasn’t easy,” she continued, “to 
do all that and put me through school at 
the same time. But Alice worked hard and 
she’s the kind of woman that men like to 
do things for. She’s wonderful, she’s— 
just wait until you meet her, Johnny, you'll 
see what I mean.” 

“She never married again?” 

“No, and I keep telling her that she 
should. She’s a success, she’s got every- 
thing she wants out of life, except that 
she’s terribly lonely. She tries to fill her 
life with business matters, but it doesn’t 
take the place of love and affection. Alice 
needs a man.” 

It sounded strange to hear her talk of 
her mother as if she were her sister, or a 
girl friend her own age. “I don’t see why 
she should have any trouble in that de- 
partment. She has money and from what 
you tell me, she certainly has the looks, 
so—” 

“That’s just it,” Edna told me. “Alice 
knows she’s a good catch, so doesn’t take 
any of those Chicago romeos seriously. 
That’s not the sort of man she wants.” 
She smiled suddenly. “But if I know Alice, 
she won’t stay on the shelf forever. She’s 
all woman and just 40 years old. She'll get 
what she wants eventually.” 

I was intrigued by Edna’s relationship 
with her mother and when she told me 
Alice would be at our wedding, I eagerly 
awaited our meeting. .. . 


HE ASTONISHMENT at finally meet- 
ing Alice did not dim the happiness of 
our honeymoon trip to New York. Edna 
and I had so much of ourselves to share, 
we had no time for anything or anyone else. 
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We returned to a cozy apartment in Bos- 
ton and Edna went back to work at the VA. 
We'd decided that the additional income 
would be needed while I built up my real 
estate business. Everything was all planned 
—when we'd start a family, the house we’d 
buy someday, and the happy day when the 
business would insure us a comfortable 
living. 

For five months we were 
happy and things were progressing accord- 
ing to schedule. Then one morning at 
breakfast, as she poured a second cup of 
coffee, Edna broke the news. “Alice is 
coming to Boston for a few months,” she 
announced casually. “She’s going to open 
a beauty parlor here.” 

“Is she going to stay with us?” I asked, 
feeling a little apprehensive. Immediately 
I wondered whether it was because it 
would complicate living in a four-room 
apartment, a general disapproval of living 
with “in-laws” or because that first meet- 
ing showed me how easy it was to become 
upset by a woman with Alice’s attractive- 
ness. 

“Oh, no, Sugar,” Edna hastened to ex- 
plain. “She wouldn’t think of that. She 
made it clear in her letter that she’d be 
on her own.” 

I breathed an inaudible sigh of relief. 
I loved Edna, and Alice was her mother, 
but—hell, no point in inviting trouble. 
“When will she be here?” 

“Sometime next week. She’s 
wire us when to meet her.” 

It was like one of those newsreel shots 
when Edna and I met Alice at the airport. 
My mother-in-law paused for a moment in 
the door of the plane, a mink stole draped 
carelessly around her shoulders and a fine 
leather jewelry case in one hand. I’m sure 
it was a deliberate pose, but the effect was 
terrific. Sighting us. she waved a hand‘and 
walked down the steps and across the 
ramp where we waited. 

Alice was just as devastating as when I 
first met her. With her on one arm and 
Edna, tall and athletic-looking on the 
other, I got a kick out of the attention we 
drew strolling through the terminal and 
out to the car. 

It was hard to think of them as mother 
and daughter, they were so different. But 
in her own way, each was breath-takingly 
gorgeous. I guess that was one reason for 
the trouble that came later. Alice was so 
different from Edna that you really couldn’t 
think of them as being related. 

Driving home via the Sumner Tunnel, 
Alice interrupted her lively account of the 
trip to say. “I’m going to need a good real 
estate man to help me pick the right spot 
for my shop. Got any ideas, Edna?” and 
she winked at me. 

“Well, Alice, I'm glad you asked me, be- 
cause I’m married to the best darn real 
estate man in the country. Or hadn’t you 
heard?” 


wonderfully 


going to 


“T can see he has some mighty fine 
points in his favor,” Alice asserted, “but 


it remains to be seen what kind of busi- 
nessman he is.” 








I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. ] 
was learning that Alice had an annoying 
way of saying things that suggested a lot 
she left unsaid. Nothing I could put my 
finger on, but it couldn’t have been pure 
chance. 

We dropped her at the apartment I'd 
rented for her and the moment she stepped 
out of the car it was like cutting off the 
current in a high tension wire. I made a 
mental note to always keep a safe distance 
away from the magnetism that seemed to 
fairly drip from my amazing mother-in. 
law. 

Edna asked me what I thought of Alice 
and I told her the truth. “If I were a little 
older, honey, and weren’t married to the 
most beautiful girl in the world, I’d have 
a whole lot of ideas right now!” 

Edna nodded. “I know. Most men have 
those same ideas when they see Alice. So 
far, she’s been too clever for them.” 

During the next couple of weeks I saw 
a lot of Alice, and I began to realize that 
I'd miss her once our mission was accom- 
plished. Each day we'd look over a few 
stores trying to find one suitable to be 
converted into a beauty shop. Maybe I 
was imagining things, but it seemed to me 
that each time we’d walk through a door 
and start looking around. she’d be stand- 
ing so close to me we couldn’t help brush- 
ing against one another. And crossing the 
street I'd take her arm and the first thing 
I knew our fingers would be interlocked 
and the gentle pressure of Alice’s hand 
would stir up all sorts of crazy emotions. 

Finally we found a place that suited her 
perfectly. The only thing left to check 
was the back room, but when the super 
tried to switch on the lights he found the 
bulb was burned out. He left to get an- 
other one and we were alone in the dark- 
ness. I felt Alice move towards me. She 
pressed gently against me and pinched my 
arm. 

“Edna sure picked herself a man!” she 
whispered. Her voice was low and urgent, 
full of supressed excitement. 

“Yeah, with what I’m thinking right 
now, I wonder what kind of man she 
picked.” My breath exploded in a short, 
bitter laugh. 

“Wake up, Johnny. She’s modern; she 
knows that no man’s a saint.” 

Her hands slid up my shoulders and 
pulled my head down to hers. Her lips, 
soft and moist, were an easy target and we 
were locked in a torrid embrace. Only when 
the door up front slammed shut did we 
break away. When the bulb was replaced 
and the lights were on, Alice stood a 
short distance from me, cool and unruffled. 
Only the smouldering flame in her eyes 
betrayed the effects of the stolen ecstacy 
we had tasted a moment ago. 





OING BACK to Edna that evening | 
cursed myself for being a fool—and 
worse than that, a weakling. I’d let Alice 
maneuver me into a position where n0 
man could resist her charms, and when | 
faced the temptation, my will power had 
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crumbled. My love for my wife should 
have been strong enough to keep me on 
the “straight and narrow,” but when the 
test came, I flunked miserably. Edna no- 
ticed my moody silence and tried to cheer 
me up. “You've been driving yourself 
these past few weeks, Johnny,” she scolded, 
standing behind my chair and gently mas- 
saging my temples. “And I’m sure that 
Alice hasn’t helped to make things easier 
for you. Much as I like her, I must admit 
she can be trying at times. Thank good- 
ness we'll get a breathing spell now that 
she’s found a place.” 

And three days later, when Alice saun- 
tered into my office to sign the lease for 
her new shop, I agreed with Edna that 
once Alice was out of my hair I’d be able 
to relax. Alice handed me my pen and 
looked up at me with a sultry smile. “I 
don’t think you like me, Johnny,” she 
pouted. 

I tore my eyes away and walked around 
to the far side of my desk. “What makes 
you say that, Alice?” I felt a lot safer 
with the desk between us. 

“The way you keep running from me 
like just now. I have a feeling you’re glad 
our little business is over.” 

“That doesn’t mean we won’t be seeing 
each other,” I told her, confident now that 
I'd be able to keep our relationship on an 
even keel.- “Edna and I will run into you 
from time to time.” 

Her eyes flashed, but she said nothing. I 
got up and held the door open for her. She 
paused and looked full into my face. “Re- 
member how many shops we looked at 
before I found one that was just right, 
Johnny ?” 

I smiled. “We did a lot of running 
around, but you finally got what you 
wanted,” I agreed. 

“I always get what I want!” she said 
evenly. “Never forget that, Johnny.” 

Her parting shot had me worried for a 
while, but now that we had no reason to 
be alone together, I laughed it off. 

I hadn’t figured all the angles. 

Just when I thought I'd worked Alice 
out of my system, Edna dragged me along 
to pay her mother a Saturday afternoon 
visit. I felt no qualms about seeing Alice 
again, not with Edna along. So we sat 
around chatting and it was all very safe 
and pleasant. Then Alice left the room 
and returned in a moment with a large 
photograph album. A mysterious smile 
played about her lips. 

“Oh, no, Alice,” Edna cried, “Not that!” 

“Why not? You’ve nothing to hide—or 
have you?” laughed Alice. 

“What’s the gimmick?” I asked curi- 
ously, 

“The family album, Johnny. Now you 
can see what a cute baby your wife used 
to be,” Alice explained. 

Edna stood up, her hands on her hips. 
“Okay, you two can delve into ancient his- 
tory if you want to, but you'll be alone. 
I'm going out in the kitchen and try that 
new cake recipe. Oh, well, I guess a wife 
shouldn’t have any secrets from her hus- 





band,” she said as she walked out. “But 
if he makes any cracks, hit him for me, 
will you, Alice?” 

“T’ll hit him,” Alice called, “but I doubt 
if I can make an impression. I haven’t so 
far,” she added, with a sidelong glance at 
me. 

She came over and sat on the arm of my 
chair, disconcertingly wriggled herself into 
a comfortable position and laid the album 
in my lap. It was full of the usual shots: 
Edna with her mother and father at the 
beach; creased and faded photographs of 
relatives and friends of the family; care- 
fully preserved portrait shots of Edna 
taken on important dates in her life. They 
were surprising good pictures and it was 
fascinating to watch my wife develop from 
a colt-like young girl into a ravishing young 
woman. 

Finally we came to the last page of the 
album, where a bunch of unmounted pho- 
tographs lay. I caught a glimpse of a bare 
leg on one of the prints and pulled it out 
for closer inspection. I heard Alice gasp 
and her hand reached out to snatch it from 
me. But I was too quick for her and held 
it out of her reach. 

“Was that in there?” she asked, and I 
was surprised at the embarrassment in her 
voice. 

“T don’t know what it was,” I chuckled, 
“but it was in there and from what I saw—” 
I Jet out a long low whistle. 

“You’ve got to give it back, Johnny,” 
Alice said. “It—it’s a shot of me and well 
—it was made last summer by a friend who 
happens to be a photographer.” Her con- 
fused explanation only served to whet my 
curiosity, so I slipped it into my pocket, 
and told her, “Don’t worry, I'll take care 
of it.” 


ypust THEN, Edna returned and we 

quickly dropped the subject. But Alice 
seemed upset for the remainder of our 
visit and I got a perverse pleasure at see- 
ing her for once not so cool and unruffled. 
We left soon afterwards, but I forgot the 
photograph until the next day at the office 
when it dropped on my desk as I pulled 
out my wallet. 

Only then did I recall Alice’s agitation 
over the photograph and I flipped it over 
to see what it was all about. What I saw 
took my breath Apparently, her 
camera enthusiast friend was trying for 
one of those art shots in which the subject 
gets as close to nature as possible. In this 


away. 


photograph the model was stretched out 
languorously on the white sand of a beach, 
the curves of her bronze body profiled 
clearly against the light background. The 
model’s head, cradled on a huge sun hat, 
was turned away from the camera, but 
there was no mistaking her identity—it 
was Alice! 

As I studied the photograph, the phone 
rang, jarring me out of a deep reverie. It 
was Alice with her low, throaty drawl. 
“Hello, Johnny—about that photograph,” 
she said, “I’ve got to have it back.” 











Ineed500Men 


To Wear and Show 
Made-to-Measure 


SUITS 


Pay No Money— 
Send No Money 


My values in made-to-meas- 
ure suits are so sensational, 
thousands of men order when 
they see the actual garments. 
I make it easy for you to get 
your own suit to wear and 
show—MAKE MONEY IN 
FULL or SPARE TIME IN 
THIS EASY WAY! 


. 
My Planis Amazing 
Just take a few orders at my low 
money-saving prices—that’s 
all—and get your own personal 
suit to wear and show—make 
money fast taking orders. No 
experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 


Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolens in all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 



















ae _—— 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. R-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

Dear Sir: I WANT a Made-to-Measure SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying one cent for 
it. Rush details and Sample Kit of actual fab- 
rics. ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


Name — 





Address. 











City. State 


Luo cnsassas-asnaneae naam pa 


BRITTLE 
BREAKING 








SEE AND FEEL 
THE DIFFERENCE 

OR MONEY BACK! 
Is your hair so dry and 
brittle that pieces of hair 
break off and the ends 
split, giving hair a dull, 
frizzly, short look and a 
skimpy, coarse, rough, 
hard feel? Now there is 
new help and hope for you 
with amazing LONG AID 
FOR THE HAIR. Now 
— hair can be your crown- 
ng glory, can attract the ad- 
miration of men with a richer, thicker, 
longer appearance and a softer, silkier, 
thrilling new feel! Famous LONG AID 
FOR THE HAIR, specially formulated 
of LANOLIN and other rich oils, works 
by lubricating and thus relieving your 
hair dryness and_ brittleness to help 
normal growing hair remain LONG, 
SILKY, LOVELY! 

3 DAY TEST PROVES IT! 
Thousands of women praise LONG 
AID, and so will you! Use amazing 
LONG_AID FOR THE HAIR only 3 
days. If you can't actually see and feel 
the beautiful difference in your hair, 
YOUR MONEY BACK! Send only $1.00 
plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) for large jar 
of Long Aid postpaid. Or sent C.O.D. 
plus postal charges (in U.S. only). You 
save 25c by sending money with order. 
Keystone Co., Dept. 1¢22, Memphis, Tenn. 





‘Sure, Alice.” I agreed, “I'll bring it 
gent over.” 
“No!” The sharpness of her voice sur- 
prised me. “You'd better not come here 
gain.” she pleaded. “Drop it in the mail.” 
(nd get in trouble with the postal in- 
tor? No, Alice, I'll bring it in person.” 
\fter a long pause, she said resignedly. 
well. Just don’t let—don’t show it 
1yone.” 
Don’t Alice. I 
you with anyone!” 
[he phone on the other end clicked and 
ightfully I replaced the receiver. It 
funny. Now that she was the reluctant 
I was more determined than ever to 
ick up where she apparently wanted to 
off. I didn’t even try to understand 
it was behind Alice’s sudden shyness. 
It was a couple of days later before I 
ld get away. “Got to work late tonight, 
Edna told me that morning at 
eakfast. “We’re getting out insurance 
efund checks, so I won’t be back much 
re ten. Do you want me to leave some- 
ing in the refrigerator for your dinner?” 
Don’t bother.” I said, trying to keep 
voice level. “I'll eat out tonight.” 
\ welcome change from my cooking. 
she teased. ; 
You know I don’t mean that, Edna.” 
Of course, Johnny. Well—time for me 
leave. Have a good day.” 
[ did more drinking than eating after 
eaving the office that evening. It seemed 
ildn’t think straight. I knew what was 
ht and what was wrong, but I also knew 
in awful gnawing hunger in the pit of my 





Very 


worry, don’t want to 


irling,” 


Lickt h. 

[ was confronted with the inescapable 
ict that Alice was Edna’s mother. But. 
ialf an hour later I was walking into 
\lice’s apartment. “I thought you’d gotten 
iid feet,” she remarked with her old con- 
“I’m glad you returned the pho- 
craph, Johnny.” 

I took it out and handed it to 


ldence. 
Silently 


Did you like it?” 
You know darn well I did!” I rasped 
irsely. 
She sat down on the sofa. “I used to 
professionally, you know, and those 
tures—well, I wanted to see if I still 
= 
You have, Alice!” I blurted out, “and 
u weren’t Edna’s mother ’d— Well, I 
I’m a heel, but—” 
Her full red lips pursed thoughtfully. 
By the way, Johnny, didn’t Edna ever tell 
ibout us?” 
Tell me what? What are you talking 
t?” I was still standing in the center 
the room. I hadn’t taken off my coat be- 
e I'd kidded myself that all I would 
yas return the photograph and leave. 
I’m not Edna’s mother,” she said calmly. 
My head whirled crazily. “What are you 
ng to do, Alice? My God, ’'m mixed 
ough as it is!” 
It’s the truth. I married her father 


she was still a baby. Of course, she 


knows it, but—well. I guess she always 
wanted a real mother and I'm it.” 

I’m not trying to dodge my share of the 
blame for what happened that night. but I 
do know that I had gone there determined 
to call a halt to the dangerous game Alice 
and I were playing. Perhaps if she hadn’t 
chosen that night to tell me the truth about 
her and Edna—and I knew instinctively it 
was true—things might have taken a dif- 
ferent course. 

But with the restraint of blood relation- 
ship removed from the picture, I was a lost 
soul. 


WO HOURS later. I walked past my 

apartment house for the tenth time. A 
light in the third floor window showed that 
Edna was home. My tortured mind could 
visualize her tidying up the apartment, 
humming softly to herself. waiting for me 
to show. There would have to be an excuse 
—no, an alibi would be too easy. I couldn't 
lie to Edna. It would either be the truth- 
the whole truth—or nothing. 

I looked at my watch. It 10:30. 
enough time to grab a taxi to the station 
and hop a train to New York—Philly— 
L. A.—anywhere. Just disappear and may- 
be after a while she’d think I was dead— 
maybe. I started down the street. but my 
legs refused to carry me. Whatever hap- 
pened, I had to first tell Edna—confess and 
face the music. 

She was sitting at the dressing table 
when I walked into the bedroom. The 
drinks I’d had to wash the evil taste from 
my mouth after it happened dulled my 
senses somewhat. but I could see she was 
still the loveliest woman alive. “Go ahead, 
divorce me.” I blurted out. “I deserve it— 
I’m no good.” 

“Johnny! You’re drunk.” she cried. her 
eyes wide. 

“I’m a rotten heel, baby—no good. After 
what I did to you—” I shuffled to the bed 
and slumped down. “The whole thing was 
so damn crazy—” 

She laid down her hairbrush and slowly 
stood up and walked over to me. I hid my 
face in my hands. 

“Mother?” 

I nodded. She sat down beside me, her 
hands tightly clasped. She put an arm 
around my shoulder and I shook convul- 
sively. Quickly, she withdrew, then stood 
up and began to pace the floor. She didn’t 
look at me as she talked. 


was 





“T could see it coming—no, I guess | 
sort of felt it. Alice is so attractive and if 
she—” She stopped and faced me. “She 
did tell you she wasn’t my mother, didn’t 
she, Johnny?” 

“Yes. I didn’t want to believe it. but- 

“Oh. it’s true enough, all right.” 

“It’s no excuse.” I said bitterly. “If 
only—’ 

Edna gave a short laugh. “If—that’s an 
awful big word, Johnny. /f Alice hadn't 
decided to come here. If I'd been able to 
warn you.” 

“T would have listened. Edna. 
I would have!” 

She shook her head. “Nobody can tell 
you things like this. You have to make 
your own mistakes—and pay for them.” 

I could barely talk now. “I didn’t mean 
to hurt you, darling—” 

“Yes, ’'m hurt. Johnny. Remember once 
I said that no man is perfect?” Her quiet 
voice tore at my heart. If only she'd yell 
or cry I would have felt better. But then I 
realized that this sympathetic, understand- 
ing attitude was far greater punishment 
than anything she could deliberately plan. 
It was part of my atonement to sit and 
listen—and weep inside. 

She came over and lifted my face in her 
hands. “I don’t blame you. and I don’t 
blame Alice—it was one of those things.” 
she continued gently. There were tears in 
her eyes. “Maybe I’m to blame—some- 
thing I did or failed to do—” I tried to 
protest, but she went on, “Anyway, it’s 
over now. If it had to happen then I’m 
glad in a way it was Alice.” 

She sat down beside me and rested my 
head on her breast. “Yes. I’m hurt. And 
a little disappointed in you, Johnny. But 
youre still my husband. Let’s pray the 
hurt doesn’t last too long. . . .” 

Six months later. Alice was married to a 
very nice insurance man from New York. 
Edna was matron of honor and I was one 
of the ushers. When the ceremony ended, 
Alice came over and embraced Edna. They 
smiled at each other and I could tell there 
was complete understanding between them 


I swear 


again. 

Then Alice turned to me and our eyes 
met. But there was nothing hidden, noth- 
ing shameful between us. The past was 
dead and we were both going our separate 
ways. It was in our glance. and when she 
kissed me. it was a cool, impersonal, 


THE END 


motherly kiss. 
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I 

Killed 
My 
Husband 


(Continued from Page 25) 
looked the part. Tall and broad with a rug- 
gedly handsome head set on wide shoul- 
ders, he still rated second glances from 
men and women alike. 

Recently, however, he smiled less often 
than formerly and he lacked the vitality 
and vigor that used to make him even more 
of a standout. My crack about the “Pep- 
U-Up” pills, I realized, was a reflection of 
my wish for the Martin I used to know. 
Maybe he would take the hint. 

I found Martin sitting in the lounge of 
the ballroom, his long legs stuck out in 
front of him. He had already gotten our 
coats from the checkroom and didn’t bother 
to get up when I approached. 

“What happened to you?” I asked. 

“Sorry, Selma, the old gray mare ain’t 
what she used to be,” he said with a wry 
grin. 

“J wish you’d quit harping on that,” I 
said. 

“Well, you started it.” 

“Then we'll both drop it!” I declared 
emphatically. I grabbed his hand and 
pulled him to his feet. “You look like any- 
thing but a happy groom-to-be.” 

The grin vanished from his face and 
wrinkles I’d never noticed before appeared 
on his forehead. “Sel,” he said earnestly, 
‘I've been thinking—maybe we’d better put 
it off for a while.” 

I hugged his arm as we started down the 
steps. “Not a chance!” I laughed. “A 
girl’d be crazy to spend two years chasing 
aman, then let him get off the hook. 
Honest, darling, do you think I’d let you 
get away now, just so some other girl could 
capture the famous Martin Hadley.” 

“Famous!” he snorted bitterly, then 
added in softer tones, “There'll never be 
anyone but you, darling. You know that!” 

“Then what’s this business about putting 
off our marriage?” I demanded. 

Martin started to say something, but 
evidently changed his mind, for he pressed 
his lips together and silently opened the 
door of the car for me. 

A short while later, when he said good 
night, he took me into his arms and it 
seemed that he was gentler than I could 
ever remember. “Always remember, I love 
you, darling—no matter what happens,” 
he breathed. His lips curved into the fa- 
miliar smile I’d come to love so much. Then 
they were on my lips and all the old con- 
fidence in the rightness of our love re- 
turned in a rush. I returned his kisses 
eagerly, letting the waves of ecstasy wash 
over me like the tide rushing in to caress 
the shore. 





(UR WEDDING was the talk of the so- 


cial season, the kind every girl dreams 


of. Silk and lace and flowers galore. My 
bridesmaids were the loveliest I’d ever seen, 
and the ushers were all former classmates 
of Martin, spic and span in their formal 
clothes. The ceremony went off without a 
hitch, Martin the in a 
strong, clear voice, and the crowd sighing 
pleasantly as the minister intoned, “I now 
pronounce you husband and wife. . . .” 
There are always a few tears at a wed- 
ding, and mine ran true to form. But as I 
turned from the altar and took Martin’s 
arm, I heard a gasping sob that sounded 
out of place. The sound came from the 
back of the room and my gaze fell on a 
woman who dabbed furtively at her eyes. 
Martin must have seen her too, because he 
faltered a moment before going into the 
measured tread we'd rehearsed. The wom- 
an’s face looked vaguely familiar but I 
couldn’t place it. One thing I was sure of, 
not one of the many friends I'd 


repeating vows 


she was 
invited. 

I made the traditional walk up the steps 
and turned to toss my bridal bouquet into 
the outstretched hands of some lucky girl. 
But just as I made the throw I caught sight 
again of the unhappy woman I'd seen in- 


side and I was so startled that my arm 
swung out with more force than Id in- 


tended. The flowers sailed high over the 
heads of the squealing bridesmaids and 
landed squarely in the arms of the woman. 
With an expression of almost horror on 
her tear-streaked face, she stepped back 
and let the bouquet fall to the floor. The 
next moment she was gone and all I could 
see was the swirling crowd below. 

In the rush and excitement that followed, 
the incident was pushed out of my mind. 
We were settled in the bridal suite of the 
hotel where we were to spend our honey- 
moon before I thought of it again. I was 
sitting on the bed watching Martin pour 
the champagne he’d ordered, when I sud- 
denly remembered. 


“Darling,” I asked, “remember the 
woman who caught my bouquet?” I saw 


his back stiffen momentarily. “Do you know 
her? I can’t get rid of the feeling that I’ve 
seen her somewhere.” 

“That’s easy to understand,” he smiled, 
turning and offering me a glass of the 
bubbling wine. “She’s my secretary.” 

I snapped my fingers as it came back to 
“Of course! She was in the office the 
I’m afraid I didn’t pay 
She impressed me 


me. 
time I stopped by. 
much attention to her. 
as the mousy type.” 

“Now don’t you go running down Miss 
Brock,” he said in mock seriousness. 
“She’s a darned efficient secretary. Takes 
an interest in her work.” 

“And her boss?” 

He faked a shocked expression. “What a 
thought! Why, Miss Brock would blush 
right down to the tips of her modest toes.” 
Martin drained his glass and leaned close 


to me, his eyes moving over me like a 
3 5 
lingering caress. “An yway, suppose she is? 
+) +] 


You’ve got nothing to worry about—I can’t 
even see another woman. You're perfect 


for me. I—I only hope I’m right for you—” 
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The way he said it, as if he were hinting 
at some deep, dark secret, made my throat 
contract in a spasm of fear. But the next 
instant it was gone, banished by the adora- 
tion in his eyes. Tenderly, he wrapped his 
irms about me and I knew that as long as 
here was breath in me I would love him 
d my joyous heart told me that he was 
forever. Nothing could ever come 
between us. 
\Vlartin’s kisses became wilder, more in- 
tent 
I guess there were dozens of warning 


gnals that should have come to my atten- 


tion those glorious weeks that followed. 
Looking back, it is easy to recall some of 
them. But at the time. I was too deliriously 
happy. too busy being Mrs. Martin Hadley 


to 1 No one ever asked me how I 
ked being married—a question all newly- 
ls are bombarded with until their friends 
ised to the idea. They could read the 
inswer in my eyes—my marriage to Martin 
was the most wonderful thing that had ever 
happened to me. 

The day we returned from our honey- 
moon, a gay round of parties and recep- 
tions started, and a month later was still 

strong. Practically every night we 
ere visiting or being visited, and I was 
having so much fun being hostess, then 
guest of honor and back again, it never 

irred to me that perhaps Martin wasn’t 
s thrilled by it all as I was. 

But I regarded our busy social life as 
being right down his alley. I remembered 
the college days when “Tron Man” Hadley 
football game _ practically 
then out-dance everybody 


otice. 


ild win a 
sit gelehanded, 


else at the victory celebration that same 


ot} I 


t 


for his crutches under the chair. 


eht. And I remembered Martin the way 
he was before we fell in love—the most 
gible bachelor in our set, and one who'd 
ome to a dance even if he had a broken 
le 
That was the night we “discovered” each 
or rather, the night Martin finally 
looked at me instead of past me. I think I 
fell in love with him when I was a green 
shman and he was a fleet-footed giant 
for touchdowns, and all I knew 
ibout him was that he wore a number 11 
his jersey. Then Martin broke his ankle 
few days before homecoming. 
It was my first time to attend that an- 
al Fall celebration since I'd graduated 
[ was having a grand time. With his 
in a cast, Martin had driven down, but 
iad to watch the proceedings from the 
idelines. My date had gone off in a hud- 
lle with a bunch of fraternity brothers, 
ing me alone for a while. 
Care to sit down?” I heard a deep voice 
ym out behind me. 
No thanks,” I said, turning. “I just—” 
Then I saw who it was and grew all flus- 
red 
“Hey! What careless idiot let you get 
1way from him?” the man said, reaching 
I was 


“My 


€ 


racing 


peechless as he hobbled over to me. 


name is Martin—” he began. 


“Yes—I know. Martin Hadley,” I said. 
36 


He cocked his head to one side and 
peered at me. “Now don’t tell me I’ve for- 
gotten you,” he grinned. “That would be 
impossible!” 

I shook my head. “We never met. You 
were a couple of years ahead of me here 
at school.” 

He continued to stare at me and I began 
to fidget. afraid I might have a smudge on 
my nose or a broken bra strap. Finally. he 
held out a hand and said softly. “That was 
a long time ago. We've got a lot of catching 
up to do.” 

And that was it. Of course. everyone was 
amazed that Martin had finally decided to 
make one girl happy instead of remaining 
single and making a lot of girls happy. 
For a while, I had some pretty stiff com- 
petition, since many of his former girl 
friends purposely ignored the engagement 
ring I proudly paraded. 


UT NOW, Martin was all mine 

he? There were times when I got a 
strange feeling that only part of him was 
with me. He seemed to have a secret part 
of himself that I was never permitted to 
share. But as I said, I was too preoccupied 
with the social merry-go-round I was on to 
give much thought to Martin’s reluctance 
to join in the fun. 

I recall how astonished I was when he 
first made a strenuous objection to some 
outing I had planned. Martin was in 
charge of sales for a small firm that manu- 
factured sausage. I had only been in the 
plant once or twice because I seemed to be 
allergic to the pungent odor of the ground 
meat. However, this day I decided to pick 
up Martin since we’d been invited out for 
dinner. 

It was after five-thirty when I pulled up 
in front of the plant and I figured Martin 
would have his desk cleared and be ready 
to leave. So I didn’t bother to go in. I blew 
the horn a couple of times and waited for 
him to come out. When he did, there was 
someone with him. The woman at the 
wedding! 

“You remember Miss Brock, don’t you, 
Selma?” he asked. as he opened the door 
for his secretary. 

“Why, yes,” I said. “How are you?” 

“Fine, thank you.” Miss Brock said, add- 
ing quickly, “I told Martin I could go home 
on the bus, but he insisted—” 

“Of course,” I told her. noting her easy 
use of his first name. I slid into the middle 
of the front seat, but Martin said tiredly. 
“Do you mind if I don’t drive. darling? 
I really don’t feel like it tonight.” 

I shrugged my shoulders and silently 
moved over behind the wheel, wondering 
how a man who did nothing but sit at a 
desk all day could be too tired to drive 
home at night. I also noticed that when 
Martin got into the car, Miss Brock was 
in the middle and that if I wanted to talk 
to my husband it would be rather awkward. 
I was so irritated by this unexpected intru- 
sion and by Martin’s complaint that the 
car jerked and bucked, then stalled. 

This only made me more angry, but I 


“Or Was 








gritted my teeth and smiled. When we 
finally got moving, I stole a glance at Miss 
Brock. Martin had called her “mousy,” 
but to my practiced eye she was anything 
else but that. She had a trim figure and 
face that was intelligent and attractive. 
although not pretty. For some reason, | 
thought of the times Martin had gotten 
out of parties by saying he had to work at 
the office. Did Miss Brock put in over. 
time? I wondered. 

The argument didn’t start until we had 
dropped Miss Brock in front of the build- 
ing where she lived. I had also noticed 
that it was Martin who had given me the 
directions to get there, and that only added 
fuel to the smoldering resentment inside 
me. 

“Now.” I said. after Miss Brock’s 
shapely figure had disappeared into the 
doorway. “we can get on to the Wilsons— 
that is, if you’re not too tired!” I added. 

Martin turned to me with a tired smile. 
“You mean there’s a chance we might pass 
this one up?” he asked eagerly. “Gosh, 
Sel! If we could just spend a quiet even- 
ing at home—just the two of us. It’s been 
so long since I’ve had you all to myself, 
that—” 

“Sorry,” I snapped. “They gave us that 
electric blanket for a wedding present. and 
we've never even had them over. The least 
we can do is accept their invitation.” 

I saw his jaw tighten and the patch of 
wrinkles appear between his eybrows. but 
I didn’t heed the danger signals. I launched 
into a lengthy tirade that soon developed 
into a bitter quarrel. When we got to the 
Wilson’s, we both were too upset to eat 
and the whole evening was spoiled. 

Of course. we made up right away, but 
from then on I kept noticing little things 
that appeared to add up to the shocking 
realization that our marriage was not the 
flawless thing I imagined it to be. 

Then came the blow that shook my faith 
to its very foundation. The doctor had just 
confirmed what I had suspected for some 
time—TI was going to have a baby. I was 
so excited, I couldn’t wait for Martin to 
come home, and certainly news as special 
as that was couldn’t be told over the tele- 
phone. So I turned the car around and 
drove to the plant. The place was dark. 
but there was a light somewhere in the 
building. The watchman was sitting out 
side the building, listening to a baseball 
game on a portable radio. He nodded as! 
entered the doorway, and jerked a thumb 
down the hall. As I approached the half- 
open door to Martin’s office, I heard the 
murmur of voices. Right then and there ! 
should have called out to announce my 
presence, but I had no way of knowing 
what was about to happen. 

“Tt isn’t fair, Martin,” I heard Miss 
Brock’s voice say. There was an undertone 
of suppressed emotion in it. “It isn’t fair 
to anyone. I don’t like the way youre 
handling this— If I were Selma, I'd want 
to know. Right now, instead of later. She’ 
got to know sometime, and if I followed my 
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I froze against the cement wall. Un- 
consciously, I pressed my hand against my 
heart, afraid they would hear its wild, tor- 
tured beating. My lips were parched. my 
tongue a dead thing in my mouth. 

Then Martin’s voice— “You promised, 
Carol. Remember? I’m holding you to 
your word.” 

Then dry sobs. “It just tears me to 
pieces to think that any day, any time. . .” 
Miss Brock choked out. 

Martin’s voice was low, comforting. “Try 
not to think about it—that’s what I’m do- 





ng. 

' My legs regained their strength and I 
backed away, too shaken to even storm into 
that office and demand a showdown. I crept 
out of the building and dazedly climbed 
How I managed to make it 
home, I'll never know, but somehow the 
car and I arrived all in one piece. There 
were no tears on my cheeks—they were all 


into the car. 


in my heart. 

I pretended to be asleep when Martin 
came home, but actually, I was wide awake. 
my brain tortured with pictures of Martin 
embracing Miss Brock—Martin kissing 
Miss Brock—Martin and Miss Brock— 

I prided myself that Martin would never 
know what I’d overheard by any word or 
action of mine. It was just the same be- 
tween us, although my heart was dead and 
my smiles forced and artificial. But resent- 
ment, black and bitter, was growing in me. 
One night I turned to Martin and said 
desperately, “Martin, we can’t go on like 
this forever. It isn’t the way to live— 
I mean, I’m not making you happy.” 

His face grew very still, then he smiled 
with some of the old charm. “How you 
tak! Of course I’m happy. The question 
is—are you? I know I haven’t been much 
fun lately, and it’s been ages since we’ve 
gone out anywhere.” 

“There are worse things than being 
stuck in a rut,” I said, remembering with 
an inward shudder the terrible scene I'd 
stumbled upon. 

He nodded slowly. ““Yes—there are a lot 
worse things. But whatever happens—re- 
member this—TI love you.” 

In spite of myself, I felt the old sinking 
feeling in the pit of my stomach and I 
longed for his arms around me. As if he 
had read my mind, Martin reached out and 
drew me to him. “I haven’t been very con- 
siderate of you, have 1?” he whispered. 

I wanted to free myself, to lash at him 
with the secret I carried in my heart. I 
wanted to see his face twist with pain the 
way mine did when I learned of his un- 
faithfulness. But I couldn’t. With a fierce- 
ness born of all the pentup emotion in me. 
I flung my arms around his neck and drew 
his lips down on mine. The picture of Miss 
Brock that flitted across my mind was 
blotted out and I knew that whatever else 
happened, this night was mine. 





FTER that magic night, it seemed that 
Martin came to life. He stopped work- 
ing late at the office, even took afternoons 
off to be with me. Learning about the 


















































If you’ve lost your treasured 
wedding certificate, you may 
need quick proof of mar- 
riage. 

If your original certificate 
is torn, ragged or yellow 
with age, here’s an ideal 
substitute. This beautiful 
authentic full color Wed- 
ding Certificate, suitable for 
framing, is decorated with 
forget - me - nots and roses. 
Simply have your local min- 
ister fill it in for you, or 
copy the old _ certificate 
yourself. Then you’ll have a 


lovely permanent 
record of your $700 
marriage. 12”x 15”. 
SEND NO MONEY. PAY POSTMAN. 
HERMAN OPT. CO. 





199 Q Market St., Newark, N. J. 
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BEST METHODS FOR CURLING AND 
WAVING ON PRESSED HAIR . . ! 
Easy system helps prevent dry 
cracking eo irae —" for 
FREE Pressed Ha yst 

WRITE FOR FREE HAIR ‘STYLE CHART 
GOLD MEDAL HAIR PROD., DEPT.YiPL 
337 Kings Highway, B’klyn 23, W. Y. 


















Since 1910—selling thousands on money-back guarantee. 
Request booktet — Compare our quality, prices, styles. 
No. Two very No. 106. 
52. attractive 
y hair-do's. 

© 





Choice of 
colors: 
Black, 
.“ black, 
rk 
BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
12” wide. Two clusters at price of 





Reaches ear to one. Can be combed. 
eor . . . $1.75 «K Very low price, pr. $2.85 
Ex. heavy, $2.95 Mixed grey, pair $3.85 
State color hair you desire, ORDER TODAY: 
Mail postcard for FREE new hair style book. 
HUMANIA HAIR CO. 
Dept.A-F 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
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CLARK RING CO. Dept. 1726 
2349 MILWAUKEE AY., CHICAGO 47 











Start making Good 
Money Now! Supply 
your friends and 
neighbors with Blair’s 
Household Necessities 
—-needed everywhere 
in every home . . 
over 200 in all. You 
get a FREE outfit of 
full-size samples and 
EASY CREDIT, plus 
LIBERAL PROFITS 
on every sale. Won- 
premium  of- 
fers, too. Rush name 
and address today! 
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BLAIR, Dept. 14LA, Memphis 2, Tenn. 

















ARTHRITIS, KIDNEY, LIVER, STOMACH 
DISORDERS OR HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE 


Try Blue Ridge Mineral Water. If you have a lot of 
money, you can go to any famous health resort that 
has a natural mineral spring and enjoy the benefits. 
But thanks to a new discovery you can now get 
Blue Ridge minerals in powder form and enjoy the 
benefits of mineral water right in your own home at 
less than 8c a gallon. 





WHAT IS THIS? Bie, Pie, Dey 

Mineral Water is 
a combination of natural minerals put up in 
powder form Just dissolve a small quantity 
in your drinking water—drink it and I am 
sure you will feel you want more—pleasant to 
drink—scarcely tastes at all. 
glasses full every day and see if you do not 
begin to feel great. See if you don’t gain pep 
and energy. I'll bet you never even heard of a 
person suffering from Arthritis, Rheumatism, 
Dizzy Headaches, Kidney, 
Trouble, Ulcers or High Blood Pressure who 
regularly drank several glasses of Mineral 
Water every day. You no longer need to de- 
prive yourself of a combination of these health 
giving minerals. 


Mineral Water has been used for years as a natural 
method to help correct the evils and attendant pain 
of functional disorders and 
stomach and liver caused by over acidity. 
Blue Ridge Mineral Water and make your home a 
health resort. 


TRY IT 30 DAYS AT OUR RISK! 


If you do not say that you feel better 
than you felt before or if you can’t see 
a marked 
empty 
will be immediately refunded. All that 
this wonderful 30 days supply costs is 
Try from 2 to 8 $1.00. 
Mineral Water will be sent to you at once, postage 
prevaid. Or if you prefer, just send us your name 
and address, and you pay the postman when it ar- 
Stomach or Liver rives, 
and see if you don’t feel better—really wonderful. 
I’m sure you will. So sit down right now and write 
your name and address on a piece of paper, enclose 
$1.00 and send it to 


BLUE RIDGE MINERALS CO., Dept. 21, 14 E. Delaware, Chicago 11, Ill. 


MAKE YOUR HOME 
A HEALTH RESORT 


conditions of the 
Drink 


improvement, return the 
package to me and your money 





Just one single dollar and your package of Dry 


Even if you are feeling good, try it anyway 















Ladies—here’s your chance to get 
beautiful dresses without paying a 
single penny! And make up to 
$100 in a month by wearing and 
showing them to your friends. 
Take your choice of 150 glorious 
models, given to you as a bonus. 
No obligation—no canvassing—no 
experience. It’s our way of ad- 
vertising our unbeatable styles. 
Everything sent without cost. 
Rush name, address and dress 
size on postcard. But hurry! 
This new plan is so popu- 
lar, openings are limited. 
FASHION FROCKS, INC. 
Dept. L-1114, Cincinnati 25, O. 


FREE FOR ASTHMA 


suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke | 
for breath, if restful sleep is difficult | 



















the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 

ice to the Frontier Asthma Company for 
REE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA | 
[CINE, a preparation for temporary symp- 


elief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. | 
where you live or whether you have | 
medicine under the sun, send today | 

| 


s free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
r AstHMA Co. 380-T FRONTIER Bios. 
GARA ST. Burraco 1, N. 





j DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly ard Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
\ With This Craving For liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like it Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
fe As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement Is 
iin A parce cy md Short Time. The Price Is Amaz- 
Ww $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula and 
t at This Is The Only Method That Guar- 
antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if SEND 
Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day NO 
You Saw This As Thousands Have Already 
Done! MONEY 


Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 
SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 
Dept. 70-P, Box 118, Jersey City 3, N. J. 
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Thousands get grand results 

with Shim. relieves dry. brittle: 

falling Hair, dandruff, itchy scalp 

from yo causes. Contains 

sulphur, lanolin. olive oil. 
Guaranteed to please 

or money back 
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baby brought back his old pride and he 
started referring to me as “You-all,” includ- 
ing the child that was blossoming under 
my heart. We went dancing again, throw- 
ing ourselves completely into the old pat- 
tern of fun we'd once known. 

Martin’s eyes became shadowed and his 
face thinned, but so gradually I didn’t take 
note of the change that came over him. 
Once again my spirits were soaring. I was 
going to have a baby. and I'd won back 
my husband’s love. Some day, 
myself, I'd tell Martin how I was almost 
tempted to surrender him to his Miss 
Brock. I was fiercely glad now that I had 
fought back. Whatever had happened be- 
tween the two of them didn’t matter now. 
She could never have what I had, and I 
was secure in that knowledge. 

One thing that puzzled me was Martin’s 
care for me. He 


I promised 


obsession with medical 
had me running back and forth to the doc- 
tor practically every week, although the 
baby was not due for a long time yet. “I 
want our son to be a healthy specimen, Sel, 
darling.” he'd say. 

“With a father 
“what else could he be 
pion?” 

But even the doctor couldn’t 
tin’s concern over me and the baby. and he 
insisted on x-rays and all sorts of tests to 
make sure that everything would be all 
right. I naturally assumed that since Mar- 
tin had been such an outstanding athlete, 
he wanted to make sure his son would fol- 
low in his footsteps. Then, too. I felt that 
he wanted to make sure nothing happened 
to me, although the doctor was positive I'd 
have a normal child birth. 

In the back of my mind, 
tween Martin and Miss Brock festered like 
a malignant sore, the memory of it rankled 
in my breast. Womanlike, I promised my- 
self that some day I'd have my revenge; 
I'd show that scheming little stenographer 
which of us was the better woman. 

The chance came sooner that I expected. 
It was the Labor Day weekend, and the 
company Martin worked for arranged a 
picnic. We'd invited a lot of our friends. 
and of course all the employes were there. 
It was a beautiful morning when we set 
out for the picnic grounds, just perfect for 
lying on the grass and soaking up the sun. 
My pregnancy seemed to make me content 
and lazy. so I sat on a blanket watching 
the others at their games. But when some- 
one suggested a walk through the woods, I 
suddenly felt left out of things. 

So I insisted on going along. 
cause Miss Brock, wearing a pair of eye- 
catching shorts. had latched on to Mar- 
tin. All day long she’d been mooning after 
him like a love-sick calf. I resented the dif- 
ference between my awkward body and her 
girlish figure. Brushing Martin’s 
objections, I started out with the others, 
use in pressing 


I'd counter, 
cham- 


like you.” 
except a 


ease Mar- 


the scene be- 


mainly be- 


aside 


and he saw there was no 
the point. 

It wasn’t a long walk we took, 
so peaceful and quiet with the trees tower- 
I felt I was in an outdoor 


but it was 


ing overhead, 









cathedral. The sun slanted through the 
leaves and made designs on the ground be. 
low like those from stained glass windows 
in a church. My heart soared to the tips 
of the trees and grasping Martin’s land 
and feeling him close to me, our love 
seemed as big and as enduring as all Na- 
ture. 

Heading back, I began to tire a little. 
Someone had suggested following a dif- 
ferent path and it turned out to be a bit 
more rugged than the first one. I struggled 
along without complaint until we reached 
a small stream that had to be crossed, 
There was a small wooden bridge a short 
distance upstream. but the more adven- 
turous souls hopped across a chain of flat 
rocks to get to the other side. 

Martin and I were going to use the 
bridge, but when I saw Miss Brock daintily 
skip across, a streak of stubborness hit me. 
“Martin.” I said in a wheedling tone, “I 
want to go across the rocks! 

“But that’s ridiculous. Sel!” he objected. 
Why. I couldn't let 
rocks and_ take 


condition ? 
those 


“In your 
you go across 
chance on your slipping.” 

I knew he was right. but having made 
the request. I refused to let him deny me 
in front of our friends—and Miss Brock. 
I formed my lips into a pout and would 
not budge. “Then you carry me, Martin!” 
I commanded. He hesitated and I added 
bitingly. “Or maybe you can’t—or don't 
want to carry the two of us, Junior and 
me?” 

He clenched his teeth until the muscles 
in his jaws stood out. then he gave me a 
tight smile and swept me up into his arms. 
“Are you trying to say I’m not man enough 
to carry my wife and child? Why, I could 
carry You-all all the way back to the car!” 

I put my arms around his neck and 
leaned my head against his chest. Slowly. 
carefully picking his way. Martin started 
across the stream with me in his arms. By 
this time, Miss Brock and some of the 
others had already crossed. But when Mar- 
tin’s secretary looked back and saw us. a 
look of horror froze on her face. “Martin 

Martin!” she screamed. “Go back! 
Don’t do it!” 

Puzzled, I glanced up at Martin for some 
explanation for her strange behavior. But 
the words on my lips never came out. His 
face was contorted as if in pain and cov- 
ered with big beads of sweat. His lower 
lip was between his teeth and I saw a fleck 
of blood on his chin. Martin’s breath was 
coming in great, rasping and_ his 
chest was heaving. 

“Darling!” I breathed. afraid to make 
the slightest movement. for now we were 
in the center of the stream. “What’s wrong, 
Martin?” 

He shook his head without speaking and 
tried to give me a reassuring smile, but the 
expression was so pitiful the tears leaped 
With an obvious effort. he 
yards and set me gently 


sobs, 


into my 
made the last few 


eyes. 


on my feet. 
Miss Brock rushed up to Martin and be 
gan crying. “Why did you do it?) Why?” 
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Suddenly Martin clutched at his side, 
flashed me a long, tender look, then 
crumpled in a heap on the ground. I 
screamed. The ground came up to meet 
me in a rush and then I knew noth- 


ing. .-- 


ou ISS BROCK to see you,” someone 
said softly, holding the door open 

for my visitor. She wore a sombre blue 

suit and in one hand was a single rose. 

I stirred out of my despair long enough 
to smile faintly. 

“At our wedding, 
quet,” | murmured, 
flower from Martin’s grave 
numb, too emotionless to even cry at the 
thought. “You know, Miss Brock—I 
thought once he was love with you. I 
was jealous.” 

“He loved you,” she said simply. 

“Then—then why didn’t he tell me?” I 
begged. 

“Because he loved you.” 

“But to carry that terrible secret all by 
himself!” I could not understand, but my 
eyes pleaded with her to tell me. 

She shook her head as if talking to an 
inquisitive child. “Would you have been 
happy? Could you have lived and laughed 
with him knowing that at any moment his 
heart would stop?” 

She was right. I would have been sick 
with worry, filled with dread that each day 
might be the fatal one. “But at least I 
would have been doing my duty as a wife,’ 
I protested. 

“When Martin first discovered that he 


you caught my bou- 
“and now you've got a 
I was too 





had athlete’s heart with some cardiac com- 
plication, I learned of it accidentally,” 
Miss Brock explained. “I urged him then 
to tell you. But he refused, and he made 
me promise not to tell you.” 

So that was the conversation I overheard! 

“Even though I wanted to, I couldn’t,” 
she continued. “And perhaps after all, he 
was right. He went the way he wanted to— 
doing something for you, seeing you happy, 
then gone.” She sniffled a few times and 
dabbed at her reddened eyes. 

“I'll never ‘forgive myself,” I said bit- 
terly. “If only I hadn’t been so childishly 
stubborn at the picnic!” 

Miss Brock came over and kissed 
gently on the cheek. “You didn’t know. 
And even if it hadn’t been that day, accord- 
it would have been the 


me 


ing to the doctor 
next—or the next.” 

But sorrow was too deeply rooted in my 
heart for me to take comfort in her words. 
I knew I would the 
guilty feeling that tortured my soul. Then. 
I felt a faint stirring under my heart. Mar- 
tin’s child! God willing, I would work out 
my penance by giving it all the love and 
affection and 
heart is capable of. 

One more question remained unanswered. 
But did I dare ask Miss Brock? I wanted 
to know if she were love with Martin, 
but when I looked up, she had silently left 
the room. I knew that now I would never 
ask her. But it really didn’t matter. Mar- 
tin was the kind of man any woman could 
and respect. 


not easily get over 


understanding a mother’s 


love 


THE END 





Your Handwriting 


(Continued from Page 14) 


is not the same thing as self-conceit. The 
disparities in these two personality types 
are evident in the two handwriting samples 
below. In Fig. the writing of a per- 
son with bounteous self-reliance is shown. 
Signs of strength are shown in his script. 
The well-formed letters with their small 
hooks, firm “t” bars and even spacing all 
reveal that he is one person who is capable 
of pursuing his aims tenaciously, and con- 
trolling his emotions. . He is mentally ma- 
ture and self-assured, and possesses great 
confidence in his ability to achieve his 
goals, make his dreams come true through 
hard work and ingenuity. 

The person whose handwriting appears 
in Fig. 2 is self-assertive, and is inclined to 
live in a dream world which bears little re- 
lationship to reality. His personality is as 
powerful as a hepped-up locomotive, but it 
is like a locomotive which cannot stay on 
its tracks. This writer rejects well-meant 
oflers of counsel frequently, and is far 
from being self-reliant. His self-assertive- 
ness is evident in the vigorously-penned 
script with large showy letters and inflated 
lower loops which indicate his material in- 
terests and vanity. The uneven spacing of 
words and lines my a lack of consist- 
ency. The weak “t” bars indicate a lack 
of will power. 


If your handwriting resembles that in 
Figure 2, you should revise your approach 
to life, realize that the obstacles which you 
encounter in life are ac- 
for through them we gain 
is the element in which 


must inevitably 
tually blessings, 
strength. Peril 
power is developed. 

Your best possession can be an uncon- 
querable determination to live a good life. 
You should strive to achieve goals which 
will make you proud that you are a man or 


woman, and will make others proud to 
know you. Try always to be equal to the 
emergency facing you, and strive to ac- 


quire an inward control of your emotions 
and actions. Always remember that “he 
who loses confidence in himself can lose 
nothing more.” 

If poverty is your lot, and troubles and 
disappointments of all kinds press upon 
you, take heart and push resolutely ahead, 
cultivating a strong, self-reliant disposition. 


By 


tunes, 


doing so you can rise above misfor- 
You will learn to depend upon your 
own inner resources for survival, will look 
within yourself for the means to combat 
the ills which plague you. By such action, 
you will take the road which leads most 
certainly to success, for the universal law 
is impersonal and will work for anyone 
who works with it. 

Develop and use your fine traits of char- 
acter, and the New Year will be a Happy 


Year. 














HIGH SCHOOL 





Helps You Get Ahead! 
Get Your Diploma At Home 


If you want to get ahead in business, a profession 
or socially—this may be your opportunity! Finish 
high school now—without attending classes. In 
your spare time, you cover the subjects you need 
~avoid wasting time. Standard approved texts. 
Individual instruction, easy-to-follow 
lessons help you finish faster, 









A ~ Send For 
fe! Diploma awarded. Write FREE 
=! now for full facts! CATALOG 


WAYNE SCHOOL cataiog ns.21 


2527 Sheffield Avenue, Chicago 14, Illinois 


STHMA 


Woe 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


FOR 
F YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYS SMS ...from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
... read this letter from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 
of Roanoke, Virginia 
“Can Work and Sleep” 
Nacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
I tried one bottle. It helped meso much 
I got three more. Now I can doall my 
work, and I can sleep at night. 
Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 
Virginia. . 
WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your name 
and your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. 
No matter if vou consider your case hopeless, write today. 
NACOR, 76-K State Life Bidg., 4, 
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IF NATURE SLEEPS 


Take “‘O.S.R.’’ If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 
don’t have natural desires for fun and good times, 
if you suffer from aches and pains, coated tongue or 
bad skin, this may be due to faulty elimination. HELP 
NATURE by taking O.S.R., an Herb and Vegetable 
tablet, as directed and love life again. Pay postman 
$1.50 for a Big Box of 160 Tablets; or mail only $1. 4 
NOW and SAVE 50c WRITE TODA 


STANDARD REMEDY COMPANY 
— Tcl Baltimore 2, Maryland 


WOMEN WANTED 


TO TRAIN AT HOME 
FOR PRACTICAL NURSING 


Women who want i help relieve the short- 
age of Practical Nurses can now train for 
this well-paid career in spare time at 
home. A fascinating Home Study program, 
offered to women between 18 and 55, pre- 
pares you for opportunities in your own 
community or traveling. This plan is wel- 
comed by doctors and is easy to follow. 
High school diploma is not needed. Full in- 
formation including sample lesson pages 
can be obtained without obligation by 
writing to Desk EX-21, Wayne School of 
Practical Nursing, Inc., 2525 Sheffield Ave., 
Chicago 14, Illinois. Just use a postcard. 


Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
“Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!" Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 
ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
One woman told me that 
CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she .- > day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her x -* comes 
home at night to help her. 

Just send me your name and address and I will rush 
a Trial Bottle of CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
you. When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
him on this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
days. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWERFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'l) 
send your $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-AC, New York 13 
59 
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Honeymoon 


(Continued from Page 31) 


[ drained my cup. “You make me feel 
well, holier-than-thou.” I murmured. 
Don’t get me wrong,” she added quick- 
“IT just didn’t know there were any 
re left.’ She examined me through the 
id of smoke that curled around her 

id. “Tell me, Val, what do you plan to 

Chi?” 

I don’t know—find a job, of course.” 
hrugged my shoulders. “Haven't had 

ch luck so far, but—well, I didn’t have 
definite plans when I left home. I just 
ight I'd get out and see some of the 

rla,”’ I explained, wondering if she’d un- 


tand. 
Bea nodded reflectively. “Yeah, join the 
hite collar girls and see the world-—only 
1in’t what it’s cracked up to be, honey.” 
he toyed with the ice cube in her empty 
“Can you type?” 
“Why, pardner, you’re looking at the 
Vigo County champeen—almost! Came 
second best in a contest my senior 
” | drawled, hooking my thumbs un- 


my arm pits. 

Bea grinned, and already there seemed 

be a warm bond of friendship growing 
between us. “Good deal. Maybe I can 
ain 

Oh, Bea, do you really think so?” I 
ed hopefully, 

[ don’t know what’ll come of it,” she 
1utioned, “but there may be something 
One of the girls is quit- 
married next 


yn at my office. 

because she’s to get 
ith—the poor dope!” 

[ was astonished at the bitterness in her 
e. “Because she’s going to get mar- 


19%? 


ting 


Because she hasn’t hooked the guy yet! 
he might break his neck before the 
edding date, or more likely, change his 
d.” She saw the look on my face and 
iddenly laughed. “Don’t look so shocked. 
Va You may as well know now, I’m 
etty cynical about all this love and ro- 
ice jive. I give men a hard way to go!” 
But this girl is engaged, isn’t 


Hell 


So I see. 
She gave me a look dripping with pity. 
what? Listen, honey, I learned a long 
ago that any male who’s on the level 
| a woman is either still wearing diapers 
is one foot in the grave—and even then 
give you odds he’s doing a hell of a 
‘f scheming!” 
\s I got to know Bea better, I discov- 
| that although most of her hard-boiled 
ner was assumed, she was in reality 
ptical of the men. 
ehow, she had arranged for me to move 
the vacancy in her office and a month 


motives of most 














after my arrival in Chicago I felt as if I'd 
lived there all my life. Bea and I got along 
swell. She initiated me into the office rou- 
tine and introduced me to her friends. 

I learned a lot—and fast. I found out 
how relaxing a cigarette can be after com- 
ing home from the office tired and nervous. 
I developed a taste for drinks. and soon 
forgot the embarrassment of the coughing 
and spluttering that accompanied my ef- 
forts to keep up with the other girls the 
first night I had gone out on the town. 
And in no time at all I learned to toss off 
witty, flippant bits of conversation that hid 
my real feelings, like the rest of Bea’s 
crowd. Eventually I became one of them 
—smartly-dressed. poised, and protected by 
a brittle shell of sophistication. 

The men I dated were all nice fellows 
and we had lots of fun together. but I 
never let them break through the wall I'd 
erected around my feelings. The moment 
one of them got too serious or I noticed the 
stirring of affection within my breast I 
would quickly find other interests. Like 
the other girls in our bunch who listened 
to Bea, I took at face value her philosophy: 
“Men are out for just a good time, so don’t 
be a fool—play it cool!” 


Bet THEN Tony came along and | lost 

my heart completely—and my head 
with it. He breezed casually into my life, 
but the effect was as devastating as a 
bombshell. I saw him for the first time one 
sultry August afternoon when even Chi- 
cago’s highly-publicized wind seemed to be 
seeking refuge from the sweltering heat. 
The office air conditioning was working 
overtime and the coke machine was sur- 
rounded by empties. 

It was a welcome relief to see someone 
who didn’t have that well-baked. Turkish- 
bath appearance, and Tony Hancock 
looked as cool and fresh as if he’d just 
stepped out of a shower. Of course, I 
didn’t know who he was, but I stared at the 
incredibly handsome young man _ who 
pushed into the general office and headed 
for Mr. Hollis’ door at the rear. He had 
the build of an athlete and a head so per- 
fectly shaped I had an urge to run my 
hand down the back of his neck and feel 
the crisp dark hair beneath my fingers. 

At the rear of our office, with all eyes on 
him he paused and asked teasingly, “Well, 
is it hot enough for you?” Then, ducking 
as if someone had tossed an empty coke 
bottle at his head, he burst into a good- 
humored laugh. Just before he turned to 
go into the vice president’s office, his eyes 
met mine, widened in apparent approval, 
and lingered with a “Why-haven’t-we-met- 
before” type look. 

As the door closed behind him, the whole 
office began buzzing. I tried hard to con- 
centrate on the blank sheet of paper in my 
typewriter, but snatches of the whispered 
comments of the other girls floated all 
around me and I caught myself straining 
to hear what was being said. I could 
make out, “Tony Hanock . . . transferred 
here from St. Louis ... gee, he’s cute! 








... ace salesman ..cute? You can 
say that again!” 

Then Bea, in her most caustic voice, 
blurted out, “Okay, girls, back to work, 
After all, it’s just a man.” 

We all gave an audible groan that told 
her plainly how far off the beam she was, 
then settled down. Half an hour later 
Tony came’ out again and my heart prac. 
tically stopped beating as he stopped at 
my desk. 

“You’re new here too, aren’t you?” he 
asked, hitching up his trouser and seating 
himself on a corner of the desk. His voice 
was low-pitched, vibrant. 

“Yes, I am.” I replied, keeping my head 
down to hide my embarrassment at being 
singled out. Inside my stomach a flock of 
butterflies fluttered disconcertingly and it 
was impossible to go on typing. 

“Then we’re both strangers here,” he 
continued. barely lowering his voice. “I 
guess old man Hollis took my advice and 
decided to introduce a little beauty into 
this office. You’re quite an addition, Val- 
erie.” he said, glancing at the name plate 
on my desk. “Why last time I was here—” 

“Please!” I was afraid the other girls 
might overhear. 

He raised a dark, quizzical eyebrow. 
“Come, come, now! No false modesty,” 
he chided. 

Nothing I could do could prevent the hot 
blush that crept up my neck and into my 
cheeks, but instinctively I raised a trem- 
bling hand to my face. 

“Now I’ve seen everything!” 
smiling down at me, not mockingly, but 
with a look of wonderment on his hand- 
some face. “She’s really modest and she’s 
blushing!” Then, shaking his head as if 
he’d just seen a miracle, he walked away 


He was 


and was gone. 

It was fully five minutes before my fin- 
gers were steady enough for me to resume 
my typing. I felt Bea’s eyes boring into 
my back, but I refused to turn around and 
look at her. I’d been upset enough for one 
day. But a short time later she was at my 
side and it was impossible to ignore her. 
“Uh-uh, baby, mustn’t touch,” she said with 
a warning shake of her head. “You'll get 
burned.” 

“I—J don’t know what you mean,” I 
stammered. 

“That big hunk of man—that’s what I 
mean!” 

“Do you know him, Bea?” 

“T know about him, and I know all about 
guys like him,” she told me. “Just watch 
your step. Val.” 

“T don’t see what all the fuss is about,” 
I protested. “All he did was stop to chat 
for a minute.” 

“Yeah, but every time he looked at you 
with those eyes the temperature in this of 
fice jumped at least five degrees!” 

After that I guess if Tony hadn’t stopped 
to speak to me whenever he came around, | 
would have invented some excuse to be 
close to him, to talk to him. But apparent- 
ly he was as anxious as I for us to get to- 
gether because soon he began to make it a 
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oint of being on hand just at lunch time. 
At first there’d always be a group of girls 
and fellows from the office, but finally Tony 
and I wound up eating our lunch apart 
from the others. 

When I was with him, it was impossible 
for me to be calm and reserved, and when 
we were apart, he was constantly in my 
thoughts. One day, just before he left on 
one of his trips, Tony asked me to have 
dinner with him on his, return—our first 
date. The three days he was gone I floated 
around on a pink cloud and I was still 
soaring when he finally called for me the 
night he came back. 

Tony took me to a small, dimly-lit cafe 
he'd learned about from one of his clients, 
a place on the Near Northside with an in- 
timate atmosphere and wonderful food. 

“Oh, Tony, it’s wonderful!” I said. “I’ve 
never seen anything quite like this before.” 

“It is nice, isn’t it?” he agreed, return- 
ing my smile across the candle stuck in its 
stubby flask. The soft glow of the candle 
fame cast mysterious highlights in his 
dusky eyes. Our hands were only a heart 
throb apart on the table top and I fairly 
ached to reach out and touch his strong 
brown hand. I was certain from the waves 
of suppressed emotion vibrating between 
us that he felt the same way. But he gave a 
short laugh and the spell was broken. 

“I’m going to tell you the story of your 
life,” he suddenly announced. “Stop me 
if I’m wrong. Let’s see—you were born 
and raised in a small town—folks all solid 
citizens, respectable. I’d say you went 
steady with one or two nice boys in high 
school. You were always popular, no doubt 
about that! With that voice, you probably 
sang in the church choir, and—how am I 
doing?” he grinned. 

“It’s amazing! I—how did you know?” 

“The blush did it.” 

“The blush?” Instinctively my hands 
flew to my cheeks as I realized he was re- 
ferring to our first meeting. 

“See what I mean?” He laughed softly 
and took my hands in his. 

I laughed too and felt my confusion slip 
away. “Tony, you're a tease.” 

“Guilty. Do you mind?” 

I shook my head slowly. “No, I don’t 
mind.” We fell silent for a moment, search- 
ing deep into each other’s eyes. At last I 
said, “Tell me about yourself. It isn’t fair 
for you to know everything about me while 
I know nothing at all about you.” 

“For instance?” 

“Well—where you come from, and why 
—married—any children—?” 

I felt his hands tighten suddenly around 
mine and I stifled a cry of pain. “What 
made you ask that?” he demanded in a 
low, tense voice. 

“Why, Tony, what’s the matter? I was 
only joking. Can’t I do a little teasing of 
my own?” 

His face relaxed and the grimness was 
replaced by his familiar smile. “I—I’m 
sorry, Val,” he apologized. “Let’s forget 
it, shall we?” 

I was about to pursue the subject fur- 


ther, but just then the waiter arrived with 
our food and thoughtfully I began to eat. 
Another one of Bea’s observations 
came to mind. “There are only two 
kinds of wolves a girl has to watch out 
for,” she’d said. “The single ones and 
the married ones!” I frowned in an- 
noyance at myself. Tony wasn’t mar- 
ried. I was positive of that, and Bea 
herself had told me that he was quite 
eligible. No, that was not the reason 
for Tony’s violent reaction to my gen- 
tle probing. 

“Something wrong?” The concern in 
Tony’s voice jolted me out of my reflecting 
mood and instantly I was ashamed of the 
shadow of doubt I’d allowed to fall across 
the man who had awakened my heart. 

“Nothing’s wrong, Tony,” I said deter- 
minedly. “Everything is wonderful.” 

“Youre wonderful!” he declared. 
‘THE THRILL at the affection in his 

voice coursed through me again later 
that night when Tony said goodnight. We 
were standing in the hallway on the second 
floor. I toyed nervously with my door key, 
trying with little success to keep my emo- 
tions under control. He moved closer. I 
waited. For a moment that stretched into 
eternity we faced each other, the tension 
mounting until it was beyond endurance. 

“Tony!” My voice was barely a whisper. 
“Please kiss me, Tony.” 

His arms went around me slowly, then 
hungrily they drew me close. I surrendered 
my eager lips to his and a strange, exciting 
ecstacy flooded through me. His kisses 
burned my eyes, my throat; they covered 
my face. “Tony—darling!” I buried my 
lips against the harsh fabric of his jacket 
to keep back the words that leaped into 
my throat. I wanted to blurt out my love 
for him, the hunger in my heart, the pas- 
sion in my soul. 

But something held me back. I had to 
know if he shared my love. I must hear it 
from him before I ripped off the veil and 
exposed my own emotions. So I waited. 
But the words didn’t come. Shaken by his 
embraces, I saw him draw away finally and 
start down the steps. I leaned against the 
railing and watched him descend, rapidly 
at first, then more slowly as he neared the 
bottom. Then he stopped and looked up. 
I forced a smile to my lips and gave a little 
wave with one hand, the other tightly 
clutching the railing. 

Tony threw me a kiss and I saw his lips 
moving. The next moment he was gone. “I 
love you—” were the silent words he 
seemed to have uttered. But later, lying 
in bed trying to relax my taut nerves, I 
began to wonder—perhaps I had read my 
own feelings into something quite unim- 
portant he had been saying. 

As the weeks passed, I began to feel that 
maybe I was placing too much emphasis 
on something that was in reality quite in- 
significant. At times, Tony seemed to be 
deliberately avoiding words like “love,” 
” “engaged,” and others I wanted 
Yet, there 


“marriage, 
so much to hear from his lips. 
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ire other ways to say “I love you”—words 
of endearment, little acts of thoughtfulness, 
1 look, a sigh. These and others I received 
ibundance from Tony and for them I 
grateful. 
[ felt sure he loved me, but why didn’t 
so? More than once I considered 
ng up the subject of marriage. But 
ny pride refused to let me do the propos- 
There was no denying that our em- 
the searching kisses, and the in- 
acy of physical contact were having a 
iting effect on both of us. As our 
kisses became more desperate and more 
iding, I realized that somehow we 
ld have to overcome the barrier that 
Keeping us apart. 
[t was autumn, and Tony and I had been 
lat steadily since our first meeting. At 
[ decided to throw restraint aside and 
the ticklish subject. We had gone 
r dinner and dancing and as the 
ng wore on we fell into a tense, almost 
irable silence. All night we had been 
ng close to each other, our arms in 
mbrace, until finally as if at a signal 
ved to leave. 
er, as we sat in Tony’s car parked 
my building, I had further proof 
he was trying to keép his passion in 
k, just as I had been doing all these 


Valerie—darling.” he whispered, his 
1ot on the curve of my neck. “Aren’t 


er going to get together? I need you 


iressed his brow with my trembling 
“IT know.” I murmured. “And I 
you, Tony.” 
[hen what are we waiting for?” 
\ chill fell on my heart. I couldn’t 
His voice was more insistent. “What do 
want me to do? Say I love you?” 
You're never said it before,” I reminded 


He gave a shaky little laugh. “Of course, 
[ love you, darling. But you always seem 
ol and distant. Sometimes I get the 
ression that you'll never—” 
Never what, Tony?” 
You know what I mean, Valerie. After 
I’m only human, and seeing you, being 
nd you—you aren’t made of stone, are 
Finally I found my voice. “I’m human, 
larling. So much so that sometimes 
[ think I'll explode with love for you.” 

Then—” 

But it’s not going to be that way, Tony, 
ich as I love you!” I tried to keep 
ice steady. “I don’t want anything to 

il it. When I’m Mrs. Tony Hancock—” 

[ felt him stiffen in my arms. Slowly he 
away and staring moodily out the 

Ishield, he said, “There was a Mrs. 
Hancock—once. I should have told 

before, Valerie.” 
that’s your lurid past!” I laughed 
sily. “Don’t you see, Tony, I love you. 
Your past—what happened before has 
hing to do with this.” 
His lips were set in a grim, straight line 
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and from the seat beside him I could see 
the muscles in his jaw twitching. “You 
don’t understand. Doris—my wife and I 
weren't divorced for any of the usual rea- 
sons.” 

Horror gripped my heart as he went on 
to explain that his wife and he had been 
incompatible. They had tried everything 
to overcome the frightful handicap with no 
success. Meanwhile, Tony had suffered 
the tortures of the damned trying to remain 
faithful to the woman who could never be 
a real wife to him. Eventually. they had 
parted. 

“T’ll never marry again until I’m sure 
I’m not getting another woman like Doris,” 
he concluded, and his voice was grim. I 
realized then that nothing could change 
him—the hurt was too deep inside him. 

But I made a desperate attempt to ra- 
tionalize with him. “I’m glad you told me, 
Tony. But surely you’ve had a chance all 
these months to see I’d be the kind of wife 
you need. I promise you. darling, I'll 

His voice, cold and unmoving, cut me off. 
“T’ve got to be absolutely sure!” he in- 
sisted. 

“Then you'll never be sure,” I retorted. 
“T—I’'m sorry.” 

He turned to me. pleading. “Don’t be 
so churchy, Valerie. We could go away 
for a weekend, sort of a honeymoon with- 
out—” 

Suddenly I was angry. “No. Never 
not even for you!” I jumped out of the 
car, hoping vainly that Tony would make 
some move to stop me. At the door I 
stopped to fish for my door key, still think- 
ing there was time for him to call me 
back, to say something. But I heard the 
car motor roar into life and heard Tony 
call sarcastically, “Nice knowing you, 
baby. Later—much later!” 

My tears that night were like a bitter, 
scalding flood, but they failed to wash 
away my heartache and my sorrow. I loved 
Tony with every fibre of my being. with all 
my heart and soul, yet what he had asked 
was impossible. 

Weeks went by without a word from 
Tony and I learned he was working on 
some new project that seldom brought him 
into the office. When he did show up, he 
was his usual charming, breezy self. laugh- 
ing and talking with the other girls but 
giving me little more than a nod and an 
impersonal greeting. At first. I was still 
indignant about the whole affair and gave 
myself mental pats on the back for refus- 
ing to give in. 

But I was only kidding myself. The 
bare, stark need for Tony’s love was like a 
gnawing hunger inside me and my loneli- 
ness for him grew to frightening propor- 
tions. The mental conflict continued to 
rage and no longer was I certain which 
side I was on. Finally, I became so des- 
perate that I was forced to admit to myself 
that I would do anything he asked, if only 
he’d come back, if only he’d take me in his 
arms once again and soothe away the ter- 
rible fear of losing him forever. 

For two days I prayed he would come 








into the office and when at last he did, | 
felt myself go limp with joy. I managed to 
be at the coke machine as he came out of 
Mr. Hollis’ office. “Tony—” I called softly, 

He turned. “Yes?” 

“Take me to dinner tonight?” 

He gave me a searching look. “All right, 
Valerie. I'll pick you up at seven. Okay?” 

I nodded and watched him walk away, 
Was there a triumphant swagger to his 
stride? I no longer cared about pride or 
modesty or virtue. All that mattered was 
the chance to bask in the warmth of Tony’s 
love and I had made up my mind that’s 
how it would be, whatever the cost. 

When I told him that night, any misgiv- 
ings I still harbored vanished into nothing. 
ness the moment he swept me into his 
arms. “Valerie—oh, my dearest!” he whis- 
pered, and the whole world was bright 
again 


UT NOW, in a little hotel a couple of 

hundred miles away from the city, all 
the old fears, fears born of guilt, returned 
to plague me. We had arrived at noon at 
the station and had lunch, during which | 
was not very communicative. Then we 
headed for the hotel and our own private 
bridal suite. 

In the cab Tony had pulled me to him, 
pressing a leisurely kiss on my unrespon- 
sive lips, but I had pushed him away. 

“Okay. darling.” he’d said soothingly. 
“No point in rushing things when we've got 
a whole weekend ahead of us.” After reg- 
istering at the desk, Tony said: “I'll run 
out and get some cigarettes.” 

Relief flooded over me as he left and I 
was amazed. What was wrong with me? 
I was more positive than ever that I loved 
Tony, so why was I so squeamish? He had 
explained how he felt about things and I 
had agreed to assure him that I would 
make him a good wife, the kind of wife he 
wanted. Yet— 

A commotion upstairs cut through my 
confusion and a girl’s gay-hearted laugh 
floated into the lobby. The sound was so 
bubbly. so full of joy and happiness that 
it brought a smile to my lips. I tiptoed 
upstairs and peeked down the hall. 

Standing a short way down the hall was 
a young girl. Her obviously-new suit, the 
corsage pinned to her lapel—everything 
about her betrayed the fact that she was a 
bride. Hovering over her in a loving at- 
titude was a young man, rice dripping from 
the brim of his hat. Their faces, as they 
waited for the grinning bellboy to open the 
door, were radiant with unconcealed love. 

A pang of envy like a cruel knife thrust 
shot through me at the sight of those new- 
lyweds, so happy and so proud of their 
love. And I knew somehow that to them. 
their hotel room would not look cheap. It 
would be a bit of heaven that they could 
hug to their hearts and carry with them 
the rest of their lives. 

And what would I have? What memo- 
ries could I recall in the years to come? 
Only the slightly soiled details of a furtive 


affair, a transient moment of _ thrills 
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snatched with crude, grasping fingers. And 
after it was over and done with, how could 
| be sure that I measured up to Tony’s 
ideal? If the experiment was a failure, 
I'd be the loser. I would be cheated of my 


chance for a real honeymoon such as the 
one the girl down the hall was sharing. 


And more than that, I would be robbing 
my future husband, whoever he might be, 
of what he had every right to expect. 

No. the price was too high, the risk too 
I decided and went back down to 


great, 
I had to make Tony understand 


the lobby. 


why I couldn’t go through with it. If he 
left me then, well— Just then Tony re- 
turned. “Miss me, honey?” he asked, 


coming over to the easy chair where I sat 
trembling at my uncertainty of how he 
would react to what I had to say. 

He pulled me up, but I twisted away. 
“Tony. I’ve got to tell you—I can’t do it,” 
I blurted out, fearful that my courage 
might desert me. 


His handsome face clouded. then he 
forced a smile as he shushed me. “Look, 
Valerie, I understand how you feel. But, 
gosh, honey, after this buildup you can't 


back out now.” 

Then he led me outside in front of the 
hotel to escape attention. He tried a dif- 
ferent approach, pointing out that because 
of the way we felt towards each other we'd 
be doing no wrong. But the more he talked, 


the more stubborn my refusals became. 
Finally, he shouted, “Okay, baby. have it 
your way. But this time, it’s goodbye for 


keeps. I’m fed up with your ‘good girl’ act, 
anyway. I should have known better than 
to waste my time on a smalltown hick!” he 
sneered. 

“Thank heaven I was still hick enough 


to realize my mistake before it was too 
late!” I flared back. A cold anger crowded 
out anything that remained in my heart. 
“You don’t love me, Tony—you never did. 
Let’s face it—the only reason you talked 
of love was because you knew that was the 


Well. my 
Tony. Better 


eyes are 


luck 


only way I'd consent. 
open now. Goodbye, 
next time.” 

I rushed back into the lobby and grabbed 
up my things. I attracted curious stares 
as I hurried out of the lobby. but I didn’t 
try to hide my tears. I held my head high 
for I still had my pride and my self re- 
spect. 

I could never pretend that getting Tony 
out of my but I never 
regretted the way things turned out. There 
but never mind. All 
with Bea 
broken 


system was easy. 
were 
that’s 


nights when 
behind me now. I agree 
that, “Nobody died from a 
heart, but it usually feels like it 

Now, a year later, I know why I waited. 
And I’m eternally grateful to the anony- 
mous little bride who, unaware of what she 
Tomorrow 


ever 


was doing. showed me the way. 
I am marrying the finest man in the world. 
Jim and I met six months ago and warily 
at first—because I’d once been burned—I 
gradually let myself discover how it feels 
to be the object of unselfish, love. 

When Jim and I leave on our honeymoon 
tomorrow night, I'll have no secrets. no 
reservations. We'll parade our love proud- 
ly in the hotel at Niagara Falls because it 
is good and clean and fine. Yes, I waited 
and already I’m beginning to the 
priceless reward—the knowledge that noth- 


sincere 


reap 


ing I’ve done will ever mar the love and 
respect that shine in Jim’s eyes. 
THE END 
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is his own and not a carbon copy of that 
of Mr. B. 

Prysock possesses an extremely deep but 
richly resonant voice. In singing, he works 
strictly by a melody as stated and without 
vocal tricks. His tones are almost always 
controlled and in good taste. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mercury’s 
Port of Rico/Somewhere Along the Way, 
showcasing tenor sax star Illinois Jacquet 
with an All Star unit on a rhythm ditty and 
a slow current pop tune. Top-side is Jac- 
quet’s grooviest Robbin’s 
Nest, features him fingering some pretty 
sounds on his horn without any of the silly 
honking so long identified with his playing. 
The flipper spots some listenable things too 


waxing since 


but is not unusual jazz. Illinois gets a big 
assist on Port from Count Basie in an 
organ stint. In support on both sides are 
pianist Hank Jones, Ray 
guitarist Freddie Green and drummer Jim- 
my Crawford, the onetime Jimmie Lunce- 
ford star. The new Jacquet release stacks 


bassist Brown, 


up as solid fare for jukes and disc jockeys. 
GOOD: Capitol’s Because You're 
Mine/I’m Never Satisfied, with Nat “King” 
Cole chirping as appealingly as ever on a 
pair that Nelson Riddle arranged. Mine is 
a ballad and the title song from the Mario 
Lanza movie, here crooned with a kind of 
polish that is sure to make it a big seller. 
Nat plays some nifty piano on the side too. 
On the he words a novelty which 
is fast-paced but catchy. Cole fans 
welcome either side of the coupling. . 
RECOMMENDED: Decca’s The Glow- 
Worm/After All, two lyrical gems by the 
Mills Brothers which graphically demon- 
strate why they are still the best harmony 


reverse, 
will 


group around, The A-side is Johnny 
Mercer cutie, the backer a ballad presented 
in two tempos. The Mills sing both neatly 


with steady support from the Hal McIntyre 
The disc makes good collector stuff. 
ACCEPTABLE: King’s For 


Smoke Gets in Your Eyes, as played by alto 


band. 
You 
sax wizard Earl Bostic and his band. You 
bounces in typical Bostic fashion, Smoke 
Back to back, 


fast sales 


the two sides 
in rhythm 


is easygoing. 
should attract some 
and blues circles. 
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O MY SONG— Johnny Ace 88 
Oo GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino 89 
() GOODBYE BABY—Recorded in Hollywood (235)- 
Little Caesar 89 
CO) JUKE—Little Waiter 89 
(] GOOH, COOH, COOH— Lioyd one 83 
© YOU KNOW I LOVE You-—B. B. 89 
© KEY TO THE HIGHWAY—John ae osties 89 
(1) GREYHOUND—Amos Milburn 89 
() EVERY DAY | HAVE THE BLUES— Joe Williams 89 
| [FEEL SO GOOD—Brownie McGhee 89 
COME BACK BABY-— Floyd Dixon 89 
THREE LETTERS— Ruth Brown 89 
| HEY MISS FANNIE—Clovers 89 
() TRYIN’—Roscoe Gordon. 89 
(1) THE MIDNIGHT HOUR— Ray Charles 89 
C) WHAT’S THE MATTER WITH ME- Four Buddies. .89 
|) GUITAR MAMBO— Mickey Baker 89 
if 4S DO yl NO MORE-—The DuDroppers 89 
C) YOU KNOW I KNOW-—Five Royales 89 
(1) | WENT TO YOUR WEDDING-—Florence Wright 89 
() TING-A-LING—The Clovers 89 
() LAWDY MISS CLAWDY- Lloyd Price 89 
THE BELLS ARE RINGING— Smiley Lewis 89 
DADDY DADDY-— Ruth Brown 89 
C) THEM THERE EYES—-Varetta Dillard 89 
() CALL OPERATOR 210—Floyd Dixon 89 
() MY HEART’S DESIRE—Jimmy Lee & Artis 89 
(1) ONE MINT JULEP—The Clovers 89 
(| NIGHT AND DAY—Roy Milton 89 
(|) IT HURTS ME SO— John Lee Hooker 89 
() WHEN | LOOK AT YOU-— The Encores 89 
() HE’S MY MAN— Marie Adams 89 
OC) PM YOURS—Varetta Dillard 88 
() BACK BITER—T. j. Fowler 89 
(1) LET’S CALL IT A DAY—Sonny Thompson 88 
PLL DROWN IN MY OWN TEARS- 
Sonny Thompson 89 
1 MARY JO—Four Blazes 83 
(1) POOR POOR ME—Fats Domino 89 
1.) LOOPED—Tommy Ridgley 89 
() §-10-15 HOURS—Ruth Brown 89 
() NEW ORLEANS WOMEN- Roscoe Gordon 89 
() GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS-—Marie Adams .88 
C) HELP ME BLUES— Mel Walker 89 
1) WALKIN THE BOOGIE-— John Lee Hooker 89 
() BALD HEADED WOMAN- Lightnin Hopkins 89 
1) THE RIVER—Floyd Dixon 89 
C) WITHOUT YOUR LOVE—Charles Brown 89 
(1) PLEASE HAVE MERC Y—Muddy Waters 89 
(1) GUITAR SHUFFLE--Lowell Fulson 89 
(1) NO MORE DOGGIN- Roscoe Gordon 89 
1 ROLL MR. JELLY—Amos Milburn 89 
1) $O TIRED—Roy Milton 23 
(1) EASY EASY BABY-—Varetta Dillard 89 
(1) HAVE MERCY BABY—The Dominoes 89 
() BESIDE YOU—The Swallows 89 
C) COUNTRY BOY—Muddy Waters 89 
OC) 3 O'CLOCK BLUES—8B. B. King 89 
C2) UNION STATION BLUES—John Lee Hooker 89 
CO THAT’S WHAT YOU'RE DOING TO ME— 
The Dominoes 83 
O CHICA BOO—Llioyd Glenn 89 
C2 CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe Turner 89 
C) COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 89 
O GIVE ME CENTRAL 209—Lightnin Hopkins 89 
0 STILL A FOOL— Muddy Waters 83 
SPIRITUALS 
C) every vay Will Be Sunday—Gospe! Hlarmonettes.. .89 
COIN THE UPPER ROOM-—Mahalia Jackson...... .89 
C2) COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers..... .89 
(1) THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE—Ward Singers. .89 
0 BLESSED BE THE NAME—Pilgrim Travelers.. .89 
7 PRECIOUS MEMORIES—Five Blind Boys....... .89 
C) WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE—Nightingales .89 
C1) HOW MUCH WE CAN BEAR—Gay Sisters...... .89 
C The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones.... .89 
C) MERCY OH LORD—Bro. Joe May.............. 89 
O STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy.............. .89 
[J0LD GOSPEL SHIP—Rev. Morgan.... — 
1 HOW ABOUT YOU—Pilgrim Travelers peciecae. ae 
© WORLD PRAYER-—Five Blind Boys.. -89 
O HE’S SO WONDERFUL-Sis Jessie Mae Renfro. .89 
O GET AWAY JORDAN—Gospel Harmonettes..... .89 
OVUM SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes.......... — | 
[) LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy.... .89 
(1) OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys.......... .89 
Cc) OUR FATHER-—-Five Blind Boys.... cakes ee 
O SURELY GOD 1S ABLE—Ward Singers......... .89 
[| Take My Burdens to the Lord—Ward Singers -89 
1 JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers....... .89 
C1) LIVING ON MGTHER’S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers .89 
CO) MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers........ .89 
OC LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers.. .89 
[) LORD HOLD MY HAND—Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
0 JESUS I'M THANKFUL—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
C) Jesus Met Woman At Well—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
OO WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers....... ~ a 
O TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers.... ae 
0 DO YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe May.......... .89 
(0 SEARCH ME LORD—Bro. Joe May......... . 89 


( What Are They Doing in Heaven 
—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
(0 Mother | Need Your Prayer—The Detroiters...... 89 
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Jilted 


(Continued from Page 34) 


T* O DAYS later we were back in Dore- 


on and a note from Mother Rogers was 
iiting for me. 


Dear Leda: I’m having a small party 
m the 12th to welcome Steve’s bride. 
Will you come, dear? She is very sweet 
und they are wonderfully happy. 


[ tore it into small bits, my mouth nar- 

ng. Steve’s mother ... how could 

I threw myself upon my bed and 

iried my face in my arms. I couldn’t cry. 
id no tears left. 

It took a lot of courage, but I went. I 

w that all the old crowd Steve and I 


id gone around with would be there along 


a goodly percentage of the older gen- 
tion. I guessed that practically every- 
in Doreton knew that Steve had jilted 


[ wore a smart green linen dress with a 


lunging neckline and skirt that fit snugly 


ut my hips. The color was Steve’s fa- 
te and I’d bought the dress knowing 


[ arrived at nine-thirty. I knew that by 
it time Mother Roger’s small house 
uld be crowded. That way I’d get one 


wholesale going-over instead of the many 
idividual little agonies I’d have had to 
iffer had I arrived before all the guests 
ere assembled. But I really didn’t dread 


townspeople’s reaction to my appear- 
ce one-half so much as I dreaded meet- 
x Steve. I didn’t know how I could bear 
have his eyes look at me impersonally, 
just some one he’d once known, when I 


vas used to their saying so much more. 


ele 


to the house. 
nall hallway and I started for the living- 


ich hand. 
ble and strode over to me. 


The front door was open wide for it was 

of May’s special nights and the warmth 
the night air carried the breath of Spring 
There was no one in the 


m when I heard Steve’s voice. 

] eda.” 

[ turned slowly. He was alone, coming 
n the dining room, a cup of punch in 

He put them down on the hall 

I knew that 
suld say something . . . anything, but 
voice stuck in my throat. I could only 

k at him. He reached and took my 
is and the touch of his fingers was like 
tric needles up and down my arms. 

‘Leda you look lovely as usual.” His 
; searched my face. “You’ve forgiven 
haven’t you Leda?” He waited, his 
searching mine. 

[ tried to answer but couldn’t. 

s shocked the truth out of me. 
No, I haven’t,” I blurted. “I'll never 


] 


His near- 








forgive you. The only reason I’m here is 
to see this wife of yours and find out what 
she has that made you forget that you 
loved me.” 

He dropped my hands as if they were 
live coals. “Leda, Leda,” he said softly. 
“How I’ve hurt you.” 

I started to answer but turned swiftly as 
a low voice said: 

“Stephen ... ?” And Jean appeared. 
“Oh, there you are. Your Mother is sim- 
ply dying of thirst and she sent me to see 
what was keeping you. Hello.” She smiled 
at me. 

“Jean, this is Leda Thorne,” Steve in- 
troduced us. 

I watched her closely for her reaction to 
my name, for surely Steve must have told 
her about me, but the expression in her 
eyes didn’t change and her polite smile 
turned to a friendly ““How-do-you-do.” 

I nodded. 

She was tiny, her head hardly reaching 
to the knot in Steve’s tie, with masses of 
short curls and she had enormous brown 
eyes fringed with thick black lashes. Look- 
ing at her I could easily understand how a 
man could go overboard. Any man but 
. . . but my Steve. I could feel my nails 
bite into my palms as she took Steve’s arm 
and snuggled against him, her eyes car- 
ressing his face. 

As we neared the living room I made a 
small joke and Jean laughed merrily. That 
was the way I made my appearance to the 
townspeople. Steve with Jean on one side 
and me on the other and the three of us as 
friendly as you please. 

The next morning at breakfast Dad said, 
“You were my own daughter last night, 
Leda. Going over to welcome Steve’s new 
bride. I’m sure glad you're over that rough 
spot, Baby.” 

I smiled and let him believe what he 
liked but after seeing Steve I knew that 
I loved him more deeply, more terribly 
than ever before. 

Dad stabbed into his egg. “I hope you'll 
be sensible and go back to college when 
Fall semester starts.” 

“T probably will, Dad.” 

He was pleased. “That’s my girl.” He 
reached for the percolator and refilled his 
cup. Then, clearing his voice, said, “Say, 
how about having Jim over to dinner some 
night soon?” 

“Of course, Dad, if you wish.” 

As soon as Dad left for the plant I 
started downtown. I wanted to see Steve 
without his wife hovering in the back- 
ground. He was just coming through the 
insurance company’s revolving door as I 
drew up at the curb. 

I got out quickly, slamming my car door 
behind me. “Hello there.” 

He looked embarrassed and he should 
have. He’d asked me a question the night 
before and he hadn’t liked the truth. 

“Hello, Leda.” 

“Going for coffee?” 

He nodded. 

“Mind if I join you?” 

He hesitated a moment, 


then said 





quickly, “If you don’t mind Joe’s place.” 

I fell into step beside him. “Jean is very 
beautiful, Steve.” 

He slanted a look at me. “I’m a little 
afraid of you, Leda. After what you told 
me last night?” Then, in a hopeful tone, 
“You were kidding weren’t you?” 

I looked down and said, “No, I meant it 
I’m not ashamed to say it. I love 
you. Just because you didn’t love me 
makes no difference. Love isn’t something 
that can be turned off like a water faucet.” 

He stopped suddenly and grasped my 
arms with tight fingers. “Believe me, 
Leda, I thought that I loved you. We had 
such swell times with the crowd and when 
we were alone was even better. I loved 
the feel of you in my arms and .. .” He 
stopped. 

“And when you kissed me, Steve, did 
you like that too?” 

His eyes slid quickly to my mouth and 
I smiled softly. 

“Look here, Leda.” He dropped my arms 
and stepped back. “That all happened 
yesterday. I’m married now.” He raised 
his voice and stuck out his chin. “And | 
want you to know that it’s for keeps.” 

“Stop shouting, Steve. Do you want the 
whole town to hear you?” I started to 
walk on but he didn’t follow. I turned, 
“Come on, let’s get that coffee.” 

His voice came gruffly, “I’ve changed my 
mind. I don’t want any coffee.” He went 
swiftly back toward his office. 

The next night Jim’s sister Edna came 
for dinner but without Jim. “You'll ex- 
cuse him,” she said. “I accepted for him 
without asking him and it seems that he 
had another date.” 

“Of course, of course,” Dad boomed and 
helped Edna off with her coat. 

I didn’t say much throughout the meal 
but Dad and Edna kept up a running chat- 
ter. I hadn’t heard Dad laugh so heartily 
in months as he did when Edna told him 
a joke about old Sam who was the care- 
taker down at Dad’s firm. 

“He’s a great guy, Sam is,” Dad said. 

Edna nodded smilingly, then sudderly 
her face was grave. “His daughter, the 
one who lives down in Virginia, is quite ill. 
Marion has asked for two months leave of 
absence to go down and be with her sister.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Dad said sym- 
pathetically. 

Edna continued, “Mr. Thomas told her 
that she could have it but they’re having 
trouble finding someone who'd be willing 
to fill in for such a short time.” 

I leaned across the table and grasped 
Edna’s arm and asked, trying to keep the 
eagerness out of my voice. “Is that the 
Marion Grant who works at the insurance 
company?” 

Edna nodded. 

After dinner we went into the living 
room and Dad asked Edna if she’d play ile 
piano. We sang all the old hymns that 
Mother had always played for us. Dad's 
voice rang out deep and clear and I was 
amazed to discover there were no tears in 
his eyes. 


Steve. 
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HE NEXT MORNING I was at the 

insurance company when the doors 
opened. Mr. Thomas, the white-haired 
personnel manager, was surprised at my re- 
quest. 

“What do you want a job for, Leda?” 

“I'm bored with doing nothing and it’s 
two whole months before college starts.” 

He studied me for a long moment, then 
said, “You'd have to take Stephen’s dicta- 
tion as well as mine.” His eyes, under his 
bushy brows studied me. 

[said quickly, “That’s over. Mr. Thomas. 
Steve is married now.” 

“Of course, of course.” he said gruffly. 
Then. clearing his voice, “What does your 
father think of the idea?” 

Of course I hadn’t mentioned my plan 
to Dad. If I had. there just wouldn’t have 
been any plan. “He’s in favor of it.” I lied. 
“if you think I’m capable.” 

“How soon could you start?” 

“T’m ready now.” 

“Fine ... fine. Miss 
jous to leave as soon as possible. 
heard about her sister’s illness?” 

I nodded, “Miss Blaine, at Dad’s place, 
told me about it.” 

“All right, Leda.” he decided, “you’re 
hired. You can hang your jacket over 
there.” He pointed to a locker just outside 
his office. 

I was Working on a stack of letters when 
Steve’s buzzer sounded. I grabbed my pad 
and pencil and walked swiftly through the 
short corridor that separated his office 
from Mr. Thomas’. 

Steve sat facing the door. He looked up 
as I entered and frowned. “What are YOU 
doing here?” 

“Good morning, Mr. Rogers.” I 
brightly. “I’m your new secretary.” 

He leaped to his feet and came around 
his desk. “I don’t want you. Send Miss 
Thorne in here.” 

I sat down calmly. 
left for Virginia.” 

He stared, shaking his finger under my 
nose, “Whatever you’re up to, Leda, I don’t 
know . . . but it has a peculiar stench. I 
love Jean. Do you understand? I love my 
wife. Where’s your pride? Don’t you know 
that anything I ever felt for you is over 
... done with.” 

That hurt and the tears sprang up but 
I opened my eyes wide and kept them from 
spilling over as I told more lies. “Steve, 
Mr. Thomas begged me to take this job. 
Miss Thorne had to go . you must have 
heard of her sister’s illness. They’ve been 
trying for a week to get someone to re- 
place her but it seems that no one wants a 
short term job. Under the circumstances 
I just couldn’t refuse.” 

He straightened abruptly. “Forgive me, 
Leda. I. . . I didn’t know it was like that. 
Here . . .” he thrust his handkerchief at 
me, “Wipe the tears out of your eyes.” 

In the days that followed I began to be 
really happy again. Dad was furious 
when he heard where I was working. But 
he calmed down when I told him the same 
lies I'd told Steve. 


Thorne is anx- 


You’ve 


said 


“Miss Thorne has 


June slipped into July and Steve and I 
were friends. I’d convinced him that I was 
sincere about wanting just his friendship. 
But his brotherly attitude was sometimes 
infuriating. When I sat beside him for dic- 
tation, I had to keep a tight rein on myself 
or I'd be in his lap . . . hugging him 
kissing him ruining all my plans. I 
never once considered Jean in my mad 
scheme. Why should I? She'd grabbed 
Steve quick enough, knowing that he’d 
been engaged to me. 

Things were not running too smoothly 
for them. I realized it a few weeks after 
I went to the bank to work. 
call him two or three times during the day 
and when I was in the room I couldn’t help 
but hear their conversations. At first it 
was just to talk with him but as the days 
passed little tiffs with his 
mother to be reported. At these times 
Steve always tried to hold the receiver 
close to his ear but Jean’s clear, low voice 
refused to be muffled. 

Then one morning Steve stopped his dic- 
tation of a letter and said, “Leda. I’ve just 
got to find a house, an apartment any- 
thing. I’ve got to get Jean out of Mother’s.” 

“Why?” I asked innocently. 

“They don’t hit it off.” 

“Why, Steve?” I asked sweetly. then 
added, “Your mother is such a dear per- 
son.” 

I'd known Mother Rogers since grammar 
she was 
Steve’s 


Jean would 


there were 


school days and it was true 

a dear, but alas, with limitations. 
Anna. and Edna had been 
friends Anna had married and 
moved out of the state. When Steve and I 
had become engaged, Edna had warned 


sister. close 


be fore 


me: 

“Don’t ever plan to make your home with 
Mother Rogers. Leda. To begin with. she’s 
a fussy housekeeper. Everything must be 
shined and polished to the nth degree and 
done HER way. Then too, she'll monopo- 
lize Steve’s company. She always has and 
I can’t see her changing at this late date.” 

There were other facets of Mother Rog- 
ers’ character Edna hadn’t told me about 

things I'd learned during my brief 
engagement to Steve. 

Now. Steve was saying with an-only- 
son’s blindness. “I know she is, Leda. 
That’s why I can’t understand why Jean 
doesn’t get along with her.” 

“Surely you can find something for sale 
or to rent.” 

“T’ve been advertising 
pestered all my friends . . . I’ve even gone 
around knocking on strange doors but 
there just doesn’t seem to be a vacancy. 
Nothing that is . that I can afford on 
my pay. Honestly, Leda, I’m at my wits’ 
end. Now, Mother and Jean aren’t speak- 
ing to one another. Haven’t been for three 


for days. I’ve 


days.” 
“Your Mother is such a darling, Steve,” 
I said glibly. “Maybe if Jean tried. . . .” 
He broke in, “That’s what I keep telling 
her but she says that no one could possibly 
try any harder than she does to please 
Mother.” 


I was quiet a moment, then I said quick- 
ly, “Ill ask Dad, Steve. He owns several 
houses, maybe. _ 

He put his arm about my shoulders. “Oh 
would you, Leda?” Then he withdrew it 
hastily. “That would be swell.” Then he 
said thoughtfully, “You and Mother al- 
ways hit it off, Leda.” 

“That’s because I’m awfully fond of your 
Mother, Steve,” but I didn’t add that we'd 
never had to live under the same roof. 

Dad probably would have been able to 
find them a place but that would have 
ruined everything so I forgot to mention it 
to him. I told Steve: 

“Dad doesn’t know of a vacancy right 
now but he says that he'll keep you in 
mind.” 

“Gee, Leda,” he smiled at me gratefully, 
“thanks a million.” 


One Thursday night in mid-July Steve 
asked if I’d mind working overtime to clear 
up some long over-due correspondence. | 
consented gladly. I took his dictation un- 
til my fingers ached. It was past ten o’clock 
when we finished. 

It was a beautiful night. bright with stars 
and moonlight, but the heat was terrific. 
It crept down inside my thin cotton dress 
and clung to my skin. Steve offered to 
drive me home. 

On the way. I said. “Boy. would I love 
a swim.” 

He loosened his necktie and the wilted 
collar of his shirt flopped down. “Me too. 
It’s sure hot.” 

I turned to him eagerly. “What do you 
say, Steve? Let’s go up to the lake for a 
quick dip?” 

He hesitated and I waited, holding my 
breath, for he was turning at my street. 
“All right,” he said suddenly. “we'll do it.” 
Then he added, “I wonder if Jean. . . . ?” 

I broke in quickly, “She’s probably in 
bed by now, Steve. We'll just take a quick 
dip and be back in less than an hour.” 

“I... [guess you’re right.” He stopped 
the car and I hopped out. 

“Tl get a pair of Dad’s trunks for you.” 

I ran swiftly up the front steps. What 
would I tell Dad? He was probably wait- 
ing up for me. Suddenly I thought of Jim. 
I'd say that I was going with Jim. But no 
excuses were necessary. Dad wasn’t home. 
He’d left a short note on the hall table: 


Important date. Be back 
about midnight—Dad 


HE LAKE rippled and danced as the 

moonlight played across its surface. 
Away from the edges of light, the water 
looked dark and mysterious. Steve drew up 
beside a huge, familiar weeping willow tree 
and cut the motor. Farther along the dirt 
road other cars were parked. He switched 
off the lights but I didn’t move. I was re- 
membering how many, many times we'd 
parked in this same spot. I glanced at 
him. He was looking through the hanging 
boughs at the lake and remembering too. 
for he said: 
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“Looks just the same doesn’t it, Leda?” 
I answered softly, “The same old place, 
teve.” 
He turned and smiled at me and I smiled 
back. It was as if he’d never gone away 
1 that business trip to Chicago . . . never 
met a girl named Jean, never marr... I 
hat thought off sharply and said, “Beat 
yu in.” I jumped out, scrambled down 
worn path and undressed in a clump 


~ 


bushes. 

But Steve was in first as he always had 
been. The water was cold and I shivered 

I splashed it over my arms and shoul- 

“Come on, Leda,” he called from off- 

re where he was treading water. “Don’t 

+ in” 

[ dove in and swam out to him. I could 
hear splashing and voices from other parts 
of the lake but I couldn’t see anyone and I 
vas glad. It was as if Steve and I were 

me... just the two of us, in the wide 

xpanse of star-studded sky and water. 

Dad still hadn’t come back when Steve 
lrove me home and it was close to mid- 

cht. I went to bed, my heart singing. 
Not once, during the whole time we’d been 

sether, had Steve mentioned Jean’s name. 

\t breakfast the next morning, Dad said: 

| was pretty late getting in last night.” 
Were you?” I asked innocently. 

‘It must have been close to one o’clock.” 
He waited as if he owed me an apology for 
his lateness. 

[ laughed and said, “I didn’t even hear 
ou, Dad. I got home about ten . . . took 
1 cool shower and went straight to bed.” 
[ was finding it easy to lie. 

Dad cut into his bacon. “How about 
having Edna over to dinner some night this 
week ?” 

[ raised my brows in surprise. “What 

ain?”  She’d been to dinner several 
mes since the night I learned about the 

b. but she’d always come without Jim. 

Dad said quickly, “She’s such good com- 

inv me 

I laughed. “It used to be Edna and Jim 

t lately it seems to be just Edna.” 

He put his fork down and looked straight 
it me. “Leda, did you and Jim have some 
suble when we were in Washington?” 

[ avoided his eyes and busied myself 

th the cream pitcher. “Why, Dad, what 

ikes you ask that?” 

“I’ve invited Jim to have dinner with us 

eral times but he always puts me off.” 

“Maybe he has a girl friend, Dad.” 

He took up his fork again, the wrinkles 

his brow smoothing out. “Ya . . . that’s 
robably it... never thought of that. 
Just thought maybe you and... .” 

[ said quickly, “I'll ask Edna for Satur- 
lay night, Dad. Will Saturday be all 

ht? 

He smiled and nodded, “Sure . . . sure.” 

[he next morning when I arrived at the 

ce Steve was with Mr. Thomas. I could 
ear them talking as I hung up my jacket. 

Mr. Thomas was saying, “You under- 
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stand, Stephen, right now it’s impossible. 
Perhaps by the middle of August.” 

“That’s all right, Mr. Thomas,” Steve 
said, “I’ll explain it to my wife.” He nod- 
ded to me as he came out. 

Later, when I went in to take his dicta- 
tion, he was sitting, staring out the win- 
dow, a look of weariness lining his fea- 
tures. I said lightly, “Hello Steve, dar- 
ling. How’re things?” 

He answered slowly, without looking at 
me, “Leda, Jean is leaving me.” 

I sat down abruptly, hoping the happi- 
ness I felt wasn’t blazing in my eyes. I'd 
planned my campaign of winning Steve 
away from Jean, carefully ... and Id 
only just started. I realized that he thought 
that he loved her and I knew—or thought 
I did—that it would take weeks . . . months 
even. But to have it happen so soon. 

He was saying, “One of Jean’s best 
friends is married and lives down on the 
Cape. We've been planning to leave the 
end of this week and go down there to 
spend the two weeks of my vacation. But 
something has come up and Mr. Thomas 
says I'll have to put off my vacation.” 

“But only a few weeks, Steve. I heard 
Mr. Thomas say it would be all right in 
August.” 

“T know.” He swung about facing me. 
“T told Jean over the phone, but she says 
she won’t wait. She’s going alone if I 
don’t go with her.” 

“But she’ll only be gone for two weeks, 
Steve. Surely... .” 

He sprang up and started pacing back 
and forth. “If I could be certain that it 
would be for only two weeks. But lately 
Jean’s different. We... .” He stopped, 
ran his fingers around the inside of his 
collar, then picked a letter off his desk. 

“Let’s get on with the work, Leda.” 

“Yes ... yes, Steve.” I poised my pen- 
cil, my heart singing. “Ready.” 


> 


HE WAS RIGHT about Jean for when 


the two weeks had passed she wrote 
to say she was staying on. Edna told me. 
She was having dinner with us and Dad 
had left the table to answer the phone. 

Edna said, “Mrs. Rogers says that she 
hopes Jean never will come back. That 
Steve made a terrible mistake when he mar- 
ried her . . .” 

“But surely if Jean 
Hane... . ?” 

She broke in quickly, “I’ve known Mrs. 
Rogers for years, Leda. She’s a difficult 
woman to understand. I blame Steve for 
the whole thing. Surely he knew that his 
wife and his mother were at sword’s point.” 

I defended Steve. “I like Mrs. Rogers, 
Edna. I think that she’s a dear, sweet 
person.” 

She looked at me queerly, opened her 
mouth to answer but Dad came back and 
she evidently decided not to say anything. 

Steve and I went back to the lake again, 
the fifth time since Jean had gone to the 
Cape but the first time he’d ever taken me 


loves him, 








while it was still daylight. The place was 
crowded and Steve waved to Ginnie and 
Ralph, two of the old gang, who were sun. 
ning themselves on the float. Then we 
struck off down the lake. 

“Wonder when Ginnie and Ralph are 
going to get married,” Steve said idly. 

“Soon now .. . or so I hear.” 

“Most of the old crowd have double. 
aisled it . . . not many left.” 

“Just me and one or two others.” | 
turned on my back to float and Steve 
turned too .. . his body touching mine. 

“Yes you, Leda.” He looked into my 
eyes and I tore mine away. He put his 
arm around me beneath the water and 
pulled me close against him. “Do you still 
feel the same about me, Leda?” 

I stopped kicking my feet and lay quiet, 
his arm supporting me, his face close to 
mine. I didn’t say anything. He leaned 
over until his lips were at the corner of 
my mouth but I kicked furiously tearing 
out of his arms. When Steve kissed me I 
didn’t want it to be a hurried, watery peck. 
I wanted to be close against him, my lips 
yielding ... warm ...and the moon- 
light soft about us. 

When we were back in his car, refreshed 
from our long swim, Steve said, “Let’s go 
to the Red Mill and have something to 
eat.” 

“Oh, Steve. I’d love that.” We'd always 
gone there after swims for a snack. 

The cars were parked on both sides of 
the popular eatery. Steve let me off at the 
entrance, then drove down the double lines 
looking for a space. I was just about to 
step up onto the wide stone piazza when | 
heard a familiar laugh. Dad’s! I sprang 
back and went quickly behind the first 
parked car just as Edna came through the 
wide screen door. I saw her look up and 
down, a puzzled frown on her face, then 
turn as Dad joined her. He slipped his 
arm through hers and they went toward 
the cars parked on the other side of the 
Mill. I breathed a deep sigh of relief that 
Dad hadn’t parked his car on the side 
where I was hiding. I didn’t know what 
Dad would do . . . or say, if he’d run into 
me with Steve. 

Steve came striding along and I rushed 
him through the doorway into the cool in- 
terior of the restaurant. The hostess seated 
us at a table near the window. As Steve 
studied the menu, I saw the back of Dad’s 
car swing out onto the road leading back 
to town. I’d been so busy trying to escape 
detection that I’d never stopped to think 
how unusual it was for Dad and Edna to 
be having a late lunch at the Mill. The 
full significance hit me like a bolt. Edna 
at the house so often of late . . . Dad al- 
ways bringing her name into our talks to- 
gether ... Dad and Edna. My eyes 
opened in surprise. 

Steve’s voice brought me back to the 
Mill. “What’s so astounding, Lilac? Seen 
a ghost or something?” 

Dad and Edna were instantly forgotten 
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as I smiled into his eyes. It had been so 
_,. terribly long since he’d called me that 
special name. 

The next day outside the office I ran 
into Jim. “He ... hello, stranger.” I 
smiled at him. 

He took me firmly by the arm. “Come 
with me, Leda.” He pulled me toward his 
car parked at the curb. 

I tried to wrench out of his grasp but he 
held tighter. “You’re hurting me, Jim,” I 
cried. 

He opened his car door and said tersely, 
“Get in.” 

He was silent, not once looking at me as 
he maneuvered the car through the busy 
traffic, out onto the highway from town. I 
hadn’t seen him since our return from 
Washington. Dad had made him a junior 
partner shortly after that trip but I'd 
never had an opportunity to congratulate 
him. 

Now I said. “Congratulations, Jim. On 
your junior partnership with Dad. I mean.” 
“Skip it.” he said through tight lips. 

I sat up stiffly. “You really don’t have to 
kidnap me to take me to lunch, Jim.” 

He didn’t answer. 

When we reached the lake, he swung off 
onto the dirt road and stopped. Then he 
turned to me. “I have no intention of 
taking you to lunch, Leda. I want to talk 
to you.” 

“Well talk and make it quick,” I said 
crossly. He was acting like a boor and 
after all, Steve and I had a date to go down 
to the shore for a swim and a lobster din- 
ner. It was getting late. 

He leaned toward me and his eyes were 
cold. “What’s the matter with you, Leda?” 

“Just what do you mean?” 

“You know exactly what I mean. Every- 
one in town is talking about you and 
Rogers. Are you so blind, so intent on 
breaking up his marriage, that you can’t 
see how the town’s taking it?” 

I was furious. “I don’t care what people 
are saying. Steve never loved Jean... 
he’s just now beginning to realize it.” 

Jim gripped the steering wheel hard 
with both hands. “Yes ... with your 
sweet, obliging help he’s beginning to think 
he realizes it.” 

“What do you mean by that crack?” I 
screamed at him. 

“Just what I said . . . but I’m not going 
into that.” He was still gripping the steer- 
ing wheel, his body twisted around so he 
was facing me. “I want you to leave Rog- 
ers alone . . . do you hear.” 

I was raging. “What, may I ask, gives 
you the right to tell me how to run my 
life?” 

He didn’t speak for a moment. His hold 
on the steering wheel lessened and he sank 
against the back of the seat. “Leda, Leda,” 
he said softly. “What’s happened to you? 
You're not the girl I fell in love with.” 

“How you feel about me,” I said coldly, 
“doesn’t interest me in the least.” 

It hurt, I could see it in his eyes. 
He studied me for a moment, then said, 





“How can you expect to build any kind of 
happiness on some one else’s_ broken 
dreams?” 

“T had nothing to do with Jean’s leaving 
Steve.” 

He shook his head slowly. “Not directly, 
perhaps. But Edna seems to think that you 
have your hand tucked into the whole deal 
somewhere.” 

“T don’t care what Edna’s been telling 
you. Besides what I do is certainly none 
of her business.” 

His hands tensed on the wheel again and 
he leaned toward me, this time his voice 
held a threatening note. “If you don’t quit 
your job by this time tomorrow, I’m going 
to have a little chat with your father. He 
doesn’t even begin to suspect what you’re 
up to. What’s more Edna is going to make 
it her business to talk turkey to Rogers and 
open his eyes to a few facts about his 
Mother . . . that he’s evidently blind to.” 

I saw all my plans going smash. I 
needed time . . . needed it desperately. I 
figured that two more weeks would widen 
the breach between Jean and Steve so far 
that it could never be mended. Two more 
weeks and Steve would really know that it 
was me he loved . . . that marrying Jean 
had been a terrible mistake. But I needed 
time. . . . Suddenly I thought of Edna. 
For Jim, Edna was mother and sister rolled 
into one and her happiness meant every- 
thing to him. I knew that. I watched his 
eyes closely as I asked: 

“Just what’s going on between my Fa- 
ther and Edna?” 

He drew back. “Don’t try to stall, Leda. 
Are you leaving the job or not?” 

I ignored his question. “Has my Father 
asked Edna to marry him?” He just looked 
at me. “Has he?” I insisted. 

Finally he said, “In . . . in a way.” 

“In a way. in a way,” I screamed at him. 
“Don’t talk in riddles. Has he or hasn’t 
he?” 

“Edna says that your father wants to talk 
it over with you first.” 

“Aha... ah.” I relaxed letting my 
breath out slowly. I. knew Dad so well. 
Knew that he’d never ask Edna to be his 
wife without first speaking to me about it. 
But I wanted Jim to know it too. 

He said quickly, “But that has nothing 
to do with you and Rogers.” 

“Oh, hasn’t it?” I pushed my face for- 
ward and narrowed my eyes. “I love Steve. 
I know that down deep he loves me... 

has always loved me. If you go to Father 
and Edna talks to Steve, do you know what 
I'll do?” He stared at me...“I’ll be 
horrified at the idea of Dad’s putting an- 
other woman in Mother’s place. I'll scream 
and sob so loudly and for so long that Dad 
will never look at your precious sister 
again . . . not with mariage in mind, he 
won't. And if you don’t believe me, Jim 
Blaine, you and Edna can just pull off your 
little confiding acts and see.” 

He pulled back as if I'd struck him 
across the mouth and a funny sort of 
drained-out look spread over his face. I 








knew by his silence that I’d gained time to 
mark finis to Steve’s marriage to Jean. 


WEEK later when Dad talked to me 
about Edna ...how much she'd 
come to mean to him, I threw my arms 
about his neck and gave him a quick kiss. 
“T know that you and Edna will be very 
happy, Dad. She’s a swell person.” 

His arms tightened and he rubbed his 
chin along my cheek. “That’s my girl, 
Leda. I knew that you’d be happy for me.” 

When Edna showed me the lovely dia- 
mond Dad had given her I wondered what 
Steve had done with my engagement ring. 
I knew that he hadn’t given it to Jean for 
on the few times I’d seen her she’d been 
wearing only a simple gold wedding band. 
Besides, I knew that Steve would never 
give my ring to anyone else . . . knowing 
how very much it meant to me and with 
what loving care I’d chosen it. 

The next night Steve parked the car 
under the willow and suggested a walk 
around the lake instead of our usual swim. 
I hugged his arm close as we started down 
the wooded path that ran close to the 
water’s edge. There was a brief hint of 
Fall in the air and no one was in swim- 
ming. The lake looked dark and mysteri- 
ous. The path was dark too, the scent of 
pine heavy and sweet. 

We walked in silence for a while then 
Steve said, “Miss Thorne is due back to- 
morrow, Leda.” 

I stopped suddenly. Mr, Thomas hadn’t 
told me. “That ... that means, Steve 

.” I didn’t finish. 

“Leda, Leda,” he said huskily, then drew 
me close. His lips crushed down on mine 
and the moonlight washed over and about 
us. 

Much later as we were driving back to 
town I asked, “I’ve been wondering what 
you did with my ring, Steve.” 

He gave me a quick sideways glance. 
“T. .. I still have it, Leda. Why?” 

I snuggled against him and slipped one 
hand under his on the steering wheel. “I 
was just curious,” I said but a deep glow 
of happiness spread over me for now I 
knew, though he hadn’t actually said it 
back there. on the wooded path, that it was 
ME he loved . . . it had always been ME. 

Dad and Edna were married the next 
day ... they’d been planning on a Sep- 
tember date but decided there was no need 
for waiting long. It was a quiet ceremony. 
Just Dad, Edna, me and Jim in Dr. Wes- 
ton’s rectory parlor. Edna looked lovely in 
a grey crepe dress that fell in folds to her 
slippered feet . .. and hat of the same 
shade of grey . . . lined with pink chiffon. 
When Dad said “I do,” his voice deep and 
solemn, a happiness shining in his eyes, I 
felt tears in my own. Somehow, watching 
Edna as she went into Dad’s embrace, her 
eyes misty and filled with love, I suddenly 
and for the first time felt ashamed of the 
under-handed role I was playing—separat- 
ing Steve from his wife. Only the certain 
knowledge that he loved me as I loved him 
. . - seemed to justify my action. 
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The four of us had dinner at the Doreton 
Arms. then Jim and I saw the newlyweds 

off on the train that was taking them for a 

three-week honeymoon. 

\fterwards Jim drove me home. On the 
:y I said, “Now that we’re sort of related, 

Jim, let’s bury the hatchet.” 

He didn’t answer. Just kept his eyes on 
road. I shrugged and leaned back. If 
was the way he wanted it. . . . He let 
ff in front of the house and sped off in 
loud of dust without even a goodbye 

|. I forgot him immediately. 
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I WAS thankful that I was outside the 
iol of light cast by the lamp on the 
le beside Jean. I squirmed uncomfort- 
as her protestations of her love for 
e came, haltingly at first, then pouring 
like water from an unchecked dam. As 
tened to her sobbing admission that 
marriage to Steve was on the brink of 
lure, I waited for a heady feeling of 
tion to spread through me. But it didn’t 
ne, instead the same weighty feeling of 
lilt I'd experienced as I listened to the 
red vows Dr. Weston had intoned and 
id and Edna had responded to. I tried 
shake it off. Steve ed me me, 
la... he’d loved me long before this 
| had become his wife. 
“I... I don’t know why I’ve come to 
with my troubles, Leda.” Jean’s hand- 
rchief was nothing more than a sodden 
but she continued to use it to mop at 
er wet eyes. “It’s... it’s just that 
i've known Steve and Mother Rogers for 


and I had to 


i 1 
Le¢ 


ch a long time and. . 
ilk with someone.” 
rhe incredulous knowledge suddenly 
wned on me that she was completely 
naware of my role in her marital breakup. 
began to have the almost certain feeling 
she knew nothing of my engagement 
Steve . that he’d never told her 
bout me. 
She kept blaming herself and Steve's 
ther. “I know that I shouldn’t have 
me away . or stayed as long as I did 
[ kept waiting and praying that Steve 
ild realize what living with his mother 


doing to our marriage that he’d 


d a place for us to live someone’s 
tric . a furnished room . anything 
and come after me... bring me 
ick.” She leaned forward and the light 


full on her face. Any makeup she’d 
en wearing had been completely washed 
iy by her tears and she had the pathetic 
of a small, heartbroken child. “I 
yw that. 
She stopped speaking as the shrill ring 
the hall phone cut through the room. 
[ glanced guiltily at the mantel clock ... 
and rose quickly. It must 
phoning to say that Jean was 


x thirty 
Seoge 
ck ... that our date was off. 
small happenings can sometimes decide 
momentous issues. For me the small 
ppening was the simple action of Jean’s 
iching into her bag for a clean hankie. 
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Something else popped out with it. It slid 
down the smoothness of her skirt and 
across the rug to stop at the toe of my shoe. 
My eyes widened when I saw it. A circlet 
of gold with one small diamond. My en- 
gagement ring! The ring I had chosen 
with such loving care . . . to me it was 
much more than the product of a jewelers’ 
art in the blending of metal and stone 

to me, it was the symbol of Steve’s love 
for me and mine for him. While the tele- 
phone continued its insistent jingling, I 
bent slowly and picked it up. Then. as I 
straightened, I saw Jean’s outstretched 
hand. Instantly my fingers closed over it 
possessively, 

Jean said, with a wan apologetic smile. 
“Steve just guessed at the size. It’s 
it’s much too large. I. . . I have to have 
it made smaller.” 

I just stood perfectly still. the ring 
pressed tight against my closed palm. star- 
ing at her. Then the full meaning of her 
words hit with the impact of a tornado. 
Steve had given her MY ring. He’d been 
lying when he’d told me that he still had 
it. With the realization of his perfidy, I 
forced myself to face the ugly truth that I 
wasn’t much better. I'd deliberately set 
out to smash Jean’s marriage. The fact that 
I was sure Steve loved me as deeply, 
as completely as I loved him 
suddenly a very shabby excuse for my 
action. 

I walked over to her and. as I dropped 
the ring into her hand. the telephone 
stopped its imperative jangle and was si- 
lent. I took one last look at the diamond. 
then closed her fingers over it gently. It 
was an act of renunciation—giving up of 
the right, I’d thought to be justly mine. of 
sharing the life of the man I loved. 

That night I packed my bags and left 
for the small out-of-state college to begin 
my second year. On the train I wrote a 
short note to Jim. I told him that I’d heard 
he was thinking of renting his home, now 
that his sister was married, and moving to 
a downtown hotel. I said that I knew a 
couple who desperately needed a place to 
live—provided the rent was a nominal one. 
Then I told him to get in touch with Mrs. 
Jean Rogers and I enclosed Steve’s ad- 
dress. I didn’t sign it. I didn’t have to... 
Jim knew my hand-writing. 

As I finish this story the train is fast 
approaching the small college town. I do 
not yet know if my deliberate pursuit of 
Steve has caused irreparable damage to 
his marriage, but I think not. On the 
long ride up here I’ve had plenty of time 
for soul searching and the experience does 
not paint a pretty picture. 

There is one thing I do know though. 
know with a certainty, and Ill be eternally 
grateful that I discovered it in time. that 
you cannot, as Jim Blaine once tried to 


seemed 


point out to me, build . . . or ever hope to 
build a life of happiness on someone else’s 
broken dreams. 


THE END 





I Dared 
To Love 
A Negro 


(Continued from Page 18) 

Frantic wires were sent and expensive 
telephone calls put through to distant dig. 
nitaries and lecture bureaus, but we found 
spring a bad time to schedule a last minute 
speaker. Most of them were just working 
their way out from under heavy obligations 
and were anxious to get away to summer 
rests or change of occupation. 

Just then a furore broke out in town out- 
side the college. A Negro novelist had 
been engaged to speak at the city lecture 
hall, but due to a sudden and unexpected 
racial outbreak on the outskirts, it was 
deemed wise to cancel the speaker and find 
a substitute. In short, the city denied him 
their hall, and we quickly stepped in the 
breech and offered him ours. We were in- 
terdenominational. We were interracial. 
We were proud of our benevolence and our 
tolerance. We asked Enod Ormsted to 
speak to us and he graciously consented. 

Enod Ormsted was a large man, a mag- 
nificent man, with jet black hair worn 
smooth against his head, and a beautiful 
bronze skin. His mouth was rather full 
and brooding, his expression sober, and his 
large. thoughtful eyes. deep and unfathom- 
able. 

Hotel accommodations presented no 
problem, since the Hague, where I worked, 
was college-owned and Enod was a college 
guest. He stayed the night preceding his 
speech at the Hague, and I received, wel- 
comed and treated him exactly as I had 
other speakers. 

The faculty and the college president 
didn’t quite. They were nicer to him. Too 
nice. Patronizing. Oh yes, we were toler- 
ant! Our tolerance was like a marble 
cake, colors made sharper by the marked 
contrast. intermixed, but never stirred until 
distinction was lost. 

Enod was the most gracious of all the 
guests I escorted over the campus, his man- 
ner the very best. It was a joy to do the 
slightest favor for him. His manners were 
so perfect, his gratitude so genuine. 

I rushed to the library and got two of his 
books and scanned them before his speech 
next day. Later I read them thoroughly. 
I do not think they were specially good 
books. They were filled with bitterness, 
bitterness against his people and mine. It 
only made me feel closer to him, more sym- 
pathetic. I knew what it was to have a 
place nowhere. 

The next morning I had finished serving 
breakfast to the faculty and the customers 
and had sat down at a back table to have 
my own breakfast before going to classes 
when Enod came in. 

He was carrying a flat brief case and 4 
morning paper under his arm, and looking 
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a little lost when he saw me. He smiled 
and came over. 

“Will it be all right if I sit here and have 
breakfast with you?” 

“Why, of course,” I said, but another 
waitress, hearing, turned, looked at me and 
lifted her eyebrows. 

Enod asked me about myself. I told him 
I was an education major, that I had done 
my practice teaching and had been given a 
school at Highland, a small town about 
twenty miles from the college. I would 
start teaching in the fall. 

He said he thought that interesting and 
told me he was interested in our particular 
part of the country as novel background. 
[ asked him where his home was. He 
hunched his big shoulders and spread his 
hands. “Wherever I am,” he said. “At the 
moment it is here.” 

“I guess that’s the way it is going to be 
with me,” I said. “Home will be wherever 
| am.” 

“You are also alone?” he asked, then 
added, “but you will not be for long. You 
are a pretty girl. You will marry soon.” 

I had always considered myself a plain 
girl. I am tall, rather thin, with a clear 
skin, soft brown hair, and very blue eyes. 
I have lived in skirts and blouses, and 
dressed up in trim, tailored suits since I 
grew up, because that is my style. Enod 
was the first man ever to call me pretty. 

I was pleased by the compliment. It 
meant more to me than if it had been made 
by a white man. A white man might pos- 
sibly have had a motive. Enod could have 
none. I felt uplifted. I felt pretty. 

That afternoon, dressed in conventional 
good taste, Enod delivered his lecture in a 
deep, organ-toned voice free of accent. He 
thanked the audience for the honor they 
were paying him and made no reference to 
the similar opportunity denied him by the 
city. He told us a little about his life. His 
ancestors had been slaves, his grandfather 
a blacksmith, his father a musician, and 
now he was an author. He reviewed his 
latest book without humor, without flair. 
He seemed to think it was a good book. I 
felt he was a good man. 

After the lecture, and after the admiring 
crowd had dispersed, I gave him the en- 
velope containing the promised fee. I told 
him how much we had all enjoyed his lec- 
ture, how much I had enjoyed coming to 
know him as a person, told him goodbye. 

We stood there in the emptying audi- 
torium. He looking down at me from un- 
readable eyes, from a still, expressionless 
face. I wondered if he in that way picked 
people’s minds and used them in books. 
Uncomfortable, I turned away. I had noth- 
ing more to say and he said nothing. 


AFTER GRADUATION I went to the 
state penitentiary to see my mother, 
and after that I worked in a department 
store selling dresses until it was time for 
me to go to Highland to teach. 
Having neither home nor friends, I took 
a room at the “Y” and made friends there. 
I soon found the places lonely people pa- 








tronize in cities—the public library, the art 
museum, the concert hall, which also 
housed an occasional road show. I couldn’t 
afford the hotel dining room and I didn’t 
care for the dives, so I settled for Clark’s 
restaurant and had most of my meals there. 
When I got my first pay, I made a down 
payment on a nice little used car. 

I was just pulling out of the school- 
ground parking lot the second day I had 
been driving, when someone waiting in a 
car out by the curb honked for me to stop. 

The man was Negro and at first I thought 
it someone wanting to inquire directions, 
but when he puiled up alongside, I rec- 
ognized Enod Ormsted’s beaming face. 

“It’s the author!” I cried, delighted to 
see him again 

“In person, and here for the winter,” he 
“T'm digging up some material to 
use in a Civil War novel. As if there 
haven't been enough of them written al- 
ready,” he laughed. 

“Every man’s version is different,” I re- 
turned. 

“How right you are.” 

Words were growing thin. What else 
was there to say now? “I hope you're going 
to be giving some more lectures,” I said. 
“T’d enjoy hearing you speak again.” 





said. 


“Do we have to wait for a lecture, 
Miss . 
“Patterson. Leda Patterson.” 


“My time is your time, Miss Patterson, 
and my life and my ambitions are like the 
public library. open to all.” 

He left it there. and mentally I picked it 
up right there and started an inner wran- 
gle with a problem hearts and heads have 
been broken over. 

Where, in a place like Highland, could 
a white school teacher living at the YWCA, 
meet a Negro living . .. where was he 
living? 

I asked him. He had rented a small, 
private home overlooking the lake on the 
outskirts of town. I could not go call on 
him in his home and I had none to take 
him to. Our minds must have been run- 
ning in the same direction, because just 
then he said: “I'll be in Clark’s restaurant 
this evening about eight. If you should 
just happen to drop in. ig 

A long, studied look passed between us. 
We both laughed at the same time and I 
pulled away, leaving our unexpected con- 
tact. and the possible promise of more to 
come, hinging on that note of uncertainty 
and suspense, 

Driving home that autumn afternoon, 
golden leaves sifted down across the wind- 
shield and went bobbing and dancing off 
the hood and I found myself singing. When 
I looked at myself in the mirror, there was 
color in my cheeks and an extra brightness 
to my eyes. 

Of course Enod wouldn’t really be at 
Clark’s waiting for me. He wouldn’t dare! 
And of course I wasn’t going to meet him 
there. I simply bathed and put on my new- 
est and prettiest dress because it was a 
warm October evening and I was young 
and glad to be alive. 





I could have waited and gone to dinner 
with any one of a dozen or more young 
women who worked in town and lived at 
the “Y,” but I didn’t. I very carefully 
walked down the stairs and went out a side 
door to keep from encountering one of them 
in the elevator. 

Of course I wasn’t really going to meet 
Enod. If I were, I would have gone prompt- 
ly at eight. It was a quarter to nine when I 
walked into Clark’s. Enod had finished his 
dinner and was drinking coffee and read- 
ing the evening paper at a little side table 
under a mirror. 

When I came in, Enod’s face was a 
studied blank. He pretended just barely 
to recognize me, and as I approached his 
table, he stood up to greet me. But there 
was no show of excitement in his manner. 

He inclined his head a little in show of 
pleasure. Then after asking me if I had 
had dinner, he pulled out the chair on the 
other side of the table and invited me to sit 
down. 

Enod wore good clothes, and wore them 
well. He was distinguished looking and 
there was about him the air of complete 
assurance usually worn by priests, actors 
and business men who have already ar- 
rived. The waitress seemed to know him. 
She knew me, and seemed pleased to see 
the two of us together having such a con- 
genial chat, 

Enod and I talked and talked, in hushed 
and breathless tones. We dropped words 
lightly, letting them ripple out on little 
rivers of laughter, then looked beyond their 
tinkling sounds for deeper, hidden mean- 
ings. Blue eyes studied black, across the 
table and in the low mirror beside us. A 
white hand and a black lay not two inches 
apart on a snowy tablecloth, but separated 
by eons of suffering and a mountain of 
prejudice higher than the Rockies. 

Looking at our quiet hands, and think- 
ing his own thoughts, Enod suddenly said: 
“Have you ever visited the Grand Can- 
yon?” 

“No Why?” 

“T did. Last summer. The immensity 
of it! I shall never feel important, or even 
unimportant, again. Just now, I had the 
feeling I should like to stand there with 
you, just for five minutes.” 

I removed my hand from the table, but 
our thoughts had touched, even though our 
hands had not, and we did not laugh any 
more. We stopped talking, and our hearts 
said more in the silence than all our words 
had done. 

“T must go,” I said, and my voice sounded 
strange to my own ears. Strange and fright- 
ened. 

Enod stood up and said goodbye to me 
there. He did not even walk to the door 
with me. I appreciated his thoughtfulness, 
but at the same time I felt cheated. Would 
I see him again? And ifso, how? When? 
Where? 

I didn’t see him again for a week, and 
when I did it was again in Clark’s, and that 
time the meeting was purely accidental and 
unplanned. 
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I had met Miss Nestor, another teacher, 
for dinner. Miss Nestor’s sister was in the 
hospital and we were dallying over coffee 
while she was waiting for the visiting hour, 
when Enod walked in. 

He saw us, smiled and nodded to me. I 
nodded back, and when he would have 
taken another table, I asked him to join 

I introduced him to Miss Nestor and told 
her how we had met when I was in college. 
[ asked him how the novel was coming and 
ve talked about his work until Miss Nestor 
had to go. 

[ thought you must be working hard,” 
[ said when she had gone. “I haven’t seen 
yu around town all week.” 

‘T’ve had car trouble,” he said. 
ar’s in the garage for repairs.” 

‘How did you get in to town?” 

‘Walked two miles to a bus line, and by 
transferring, finally got here. I guess I’m 
farther out than I thought.” 

‘So you got tired of your own society, 
ind your own cooking, and came into town 
to see the people.” 

“You could call it that.” 
cone serious. 

“It’s a lovely evening for a drive. If you 
aren't going to be in town too long, I'll take 
ou back home.” 

‘Only long enough to get my dinner and 
pick up some reference books at the li- 


“My 


His face had 


brary. 

[ looked at my watch. “Shall I pick you 
up in front of the library about nine- 
thirty?” 

Enod did an odd thing. Just for the 
briefest second he closed his eyes and held 
his breath. Then he said, “At nine-thirty, 
if you will be so kind.” 

[ picked up my check but Enod insisted 
on keeping it. I left then, but somehow 
could not bring myself to go back inside 
until darkness fell. The night turned cold, 
ind dry leaves rustled wintry before my 
feet as | walked far out to the south end of 
Main Street. I came back, got my coat 

| my car and went to pick up Enod. I 
vas a few minutes late and found him wait- 
ing on the sidewalk at the corner. 

‘I thought perhaps you had thought bet- 
ter of your offer and decided not to come.” 

“Not that, but I was tempted to walk you 

me. I seem to be restless.” 

“IT can understand.” That must have 
been the wrong things for us to have said, 
because after that conversation lagged and 
iad completely died by the time we left 
the city lights behind us. 

I turned on the radio and Enod dialed 
in a program of popular music and sang 
with the singer. His own voice was mellow 

nd strong, and listening to him, the dark 
ght became filled with a haunting mel- 
lowness, an intangible mystery. 

[ could have gone on driving forever, but 
Enod soon told me to turn off at the next 

de street, that his house was the last one 
down. 

| drew up in front of a neat white cot- 
tage and pulled in the drive to turn, when 
[ saw his green coupe in the driveway. 
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“Your car!” I said. “You told me it was 
in the garage.” 

“T lied,” he said, moving closer to me, 
but not yet touching me. 

“Leda,” he said, and his voice was heavy, 
“did you think it was by pure coincidence 
that I happened to be doing research in 
Highland? Didn’t you realize any other 
town, any other section along the Mason- 
Dixon line would have done as well?” 

I did not belittle Enod’s intelligence, or 
mine, by saying tritely that I did not under- 
stand. I did understand. I understood be- 
cause I had made such elaborate justifica- 
tions for the mere eating of a meal with 
him, for my offering to drive him out here 
tonight. Innocence needs no justification. 
We were neither of us innocent, but of 
what in God’s name were we guilty? 

“I came into town two other evenings 
this week in the hope of seeing you, but I 
missed you. Tonight I left my car home 
and took a long chance on you offering me 
a lift. I can’t offer you one.” 

“Oh, Enod.” I bowed my head on the 
steering wheel and wept; wept not for us 
alone, but for all those like us who had 
been lured by their hearts and trapped in 
the snare of their own emotions; all those 
who had gone before us and would yet 
come after us. 

“Darling. Don’t cry. Don’t cry.” Enod 
slipped his arm across my shoulder and 
pulled me gently up against him. 


T THE VERY TOUCH of his hands, a 

thrill of such magnitude shot through 
me that I was rendered both senseless and 
helpless. It was the gigantic and incom- 
parable thrill of the forbidden, and in that 
instant the strangest thought occurred to 
me. It was as if I had been granted the 
inhuman liberty of an after-death glimpse 
into hell . . . or heaven, while I am still 
living. 

With a deep sigh of resignation and glad- 
ness, my arms slipped up around Enod’s 
neck. His own tightened, and there was 
only the kind, enveloping dark, the crush- 
ing claim of his arms, the ardor of his hot 
lips, and the great urgency of desire that 
flamed so torturously between us. 

Its force was almost beyond our strength, 
as great as all our fears and warnings, but 
Enod held me tightly, against himself, 
against it, and when its danger had passed, 
he pushed the damp hair back from my 
perspiring forehead and whispered, “Dar- 
ling, I’m so grateful to you for this hour.” 

I was grateful too, for his love, for his 
protection, 

“T must go, mustn’t I?” I asked. 

“Yes, you must. my dear.” He did not 
ask to see me again, so I asked him. 

“T want more than anything in the world 
to see you again, and again, but it would 
be more than selfish of me to ask it.” 

“You didn’t. I asked you.” 

He took my thin face between his two 
hands and looked at me in the pale moon- 
light. “It shall be exactly as you wish,” 
he said. “For yours will be the greater 
price.” 








“Prices don’t scare me,” I said. “I’ve 
never been a bargain-counter shopper.” 

“Thank you, Leda. I will try not to let 
you be hurt too much.” 

I loved him deeply, desperately. I an. 
ticipated the high price I would have to pay 
for his love, but I did not care. Life had 
not accustomed me to expect something for 
nothing. 

“T’ll meet you when and wherever you 
like,” I said. “In your part of town or 
mine.” 

“How foolish you are, but how very 
lovely,” he said. 

I did meet Enod in his part of town and 
I invited him to mine, but I followed his 
prudent caution and we always pretended 
we were meeting each time by accident. 
But when accident occurred more than a 
few times it became recognized as design, 
and I came to know the contempt of both 
Enod’s people and mine. And it is only 
fair to say this contempt and curiosity en- 
veloped him as well as me, in his part of 
town as in mine. Mixed couples were just 
not tolerated anywhere. After a direct 
cut by one of the teachers I worked with, 
and a stern reprimand by the principal of 
the school where I taught, Enod refused to 
meet me in town any more, so [I started 
driving out to his house evenings, after it 
was dark, when I thought it was safe. 

But I never once drove out the lonely 
lake road without misgivings and resent- 
ment against the set of circumstances in 
which I found myself. 

Enod was always waiting, so impatiently, 
bless him, with the front blinds drawn, and 
ready to admit me through a dark side 
door. 

It was always the same, the rush into 
each other’s arms, the muttered endear- 
ments, the deep sighs of acceptance and 
brief contentment as we settled down ona 
couch before a blazing log fire. 

Enod was always thoughtful of my com- 
fort, my pleasure, my delights, but I in- 
variably came back to the same thing. 
“It’s so foolish, Enod, to hide like crimi- 
nals. If you loved me enough, you’d come 
out in the open and let us face it together.” 

“If I loved you less, I’d give up this 
house, in spite of the lease I took on it, and 
leave town, book or no book. Or perhaps 
if I loved you more . . . Oh, Leda!” Such 
bewilderments always ended in a fierce em- 
brace, and often in tears. 

“Whatever happens, I shall always be 
grateful to you for this winter of happi- 
ness,” he said, as he held me against time, 
against that avalanche of prejudice that 
threatened to bury us under its perpetual 
push. “J shall remember you always as 
one bright star in my comparatively dark 
world.” 

“Enod, dear, you speak of me as if I were 
already in the past tense. I expect to be 
with you a long, long time. If you want 
me.” 

“You know I want you. I’ve even dared 
to wonder how soon, or where. Then | 


















make myself stop thinking. It is too much 
to ask.” 
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“Enod, it seems to me that is for me to 
decide. Your love is worth more to me 
than the world’s collective opinion, and I 
prefer your presence at the price of any 
exile.” 

“So many exiles have thought that, my 
dear, then lived out long years in silent 
and lonely regret. If I did not know that 
in advance, I could not be a novelist. It is 
ugfortunate for me. Maybe it will be for- 
tunate for you that I do know.” 

“If you are sparing yourself, Enod, I 
will go now, this minute, and never come 
back, but if it is me you are thinking of, 
fea. 

There was no light in the room save the 
flicker of the fire. We sat near each other 
onacouch. It was a decisive moment and 
we both knew it. Enod made no move to 
touch me, and I rose to go. I placed a 
hand for a second on his shoulder, as a 
gesture of farewell. He moved his head 
to brush my fingers with his lips and as he 
did so, a tear fell on my wrist. 

I threw discretion to the winds and 
threw myself back into his hungry, waiting 
arms, and lips sought lips as if we had 
been parted for years instead of seconds. 

“My darling, I should have spared you,” 
he said. “I’ve seen this kind of thing hap- 
pen before.” 

“Don’t talk, Enod. Just hold me.” 

He held me against a fiercely beating 
heart, within the circumference of a love 
that was deep, intense, fearful and so hor- 
tibly lonely. 

Sometime later we were able to dry our 
tears and look at each other again. “I had 
afine letter from my publisher today,” he 
said. “It concerns the book I wrote before 
coming here, the one that is to be published 
inthe spring. There is a possibility it may 
be picked up by one of the popular book 
clubs.” 

“How wonderful,” I said. 
is your big break.” 

“Could be. They are sending a repre- 
sentative here to interview me in my work- 
ing habitat.” 

“Here?” 

“Well, Miss Glascow will be at the hotel 
in town day after tomorrow. I'll have to 
wine and dine her there. She may want 
to bring a photographer out for some pic- 
tures, I don’t know.” 

“Oh. That explains why you didn’t write 
today. You were too excited.” 

“The real reason I didn’t write is, I am 
out of carbon paper. I’m making the final 
copy of the novel I’m working on and I 
need it.” 


“Maybe this 


| SELDOM went out to the lake more 

than two or three evenings a week, but 
the next evening was a nice one and I was 
particularly restless. I went down to the 
drug store, got a package of carbon paper 
and decided to use it as an excuse to drive 
out. 

Just as I was coming back up to the “Y,” 
Vivian Houser, a young newspaper woman 
who lived on the floor above me, was just 





rapher. 

“Looks like a big assignment,” I said. 

“Yeah. I’m promised a byline if I get 
the story with pictures.” 

“Well, good luck,” I said, and went on 
down to the lot to get my own car. 

As I drove out the lake road my mind 
was in a trance and I was in Enod’s drive- 
way before I realized there was another 
car ahead of me. It didn’t even occur to 
me that it was the same car I’d seen Miss 
Houser getting into. I supposed the pub- 
lisher’s agent had arrived early, and be- 
cause I felt it looked more foolish to turn 
back than it did to go up to the door, I got 
out and went up to the front door and 
knocked. 

As soon as Enod opened the door I saw 
Miss Houser sitting on a straight chair 
with a shorthand pad and a pencil in her 
hand. At the far end of the room the pho- 
tographer was setting up his tripod and 
camera. 

“Oh, hello, Miss Patterson,” Miss Houser 
said. “I wasn’t aware you knew the local 
celebrity.” 

Enod and I both fell all over ourselves 
in our rush to explain how we’d first met 
at the college and how we’d just happened 
to meet here again. 

I know now that newspaper reporters are 
like policemen, and see behind every hap- 
penstance a coy design. Miss Houser 
looked at me, then at Enod and back to me 
again, then she turned her attention to the 
interrupted interview. 

“Now, Mr. Ormsted, we’d like to know 
something about your romantic life,” she 
said, and looked directly at me again. 

“There is no romance in my life, Miss 
Houser.” he said. “Absolutely none. My 
art is my only love.” 

I explained that I had just dropped in to 
leave some carbon paper I’d heard Enod 
say he needed, and if they’d excuse me, 
I'd be going again. 

I had just handed Enod the paper and 
he was taking it from my hand when the 
photographer’s flash bulb went off and I 
knew the jig was up. 

Two hours later Enod called me at the 
“Y.” They had gone and he was furious 
with me. 
and economic suicide and I can’t make you 
see it,” he said. “Now you must never, 
never come to my house again, and you 


“Leda, you are committing social 


certainly should not have come tonight.” 
“T was there before I saw their car.” 
“You could have turned in the drive and 
gone back up the street. Nobody would 
have thought anything about it since the 
street dead ends here.” 
“But I didn’t,” I defied. 


tomorrow's paper we'll know what we have 


“After we see 
to do. I hope you love me as much as you 
have said you do.” 

“Be assured of that, Leda. 

But even I was not prepared for what 
came out in the paper next day. WHITE 
TEACHER ROMANCING NEGRO NOV- 
ELIST IN TOWN, cried the headlines 


Always.” 


getting into a car with a press photog- 









above Miss Houser’s byline and mine and 
Enod’s picture. 

She had got her story all right, a better 
one than she had hoped to gather, and she 
had left nothing to surmise. Suppositions 
were stated as facts and I made no effort 
to deny them. 

I had hardly gotten home to the “Y 
when my principal called and asked me to 
stay out of school a few days until we saw 
which way the wind blew. 

I told him I was willing to do whatever 
was in the best interest of the school, then 
I went down to Main Street to buy a new 
suit. 

At eight o’clock when Enod entered the 
hotel dining room with the publisher’s 
agent, I was sipping a cocktail and waiting 
for him. 

Enod’s face was grave and serious. He 
walked with his head lowered and _ his 
hands clasped behind him. Rachel McPhail, 
a distinguished looking woman in her mid- 
thirties, walked beside him, being very 
pleasant and doing most of the talking. 

Then Enod saw me and did what he had 
done once before. For just a fraction of 
a second, he closed his eyes and held in his 
breath, then he opened them and _ intro- 
duced me to Miss McPhail as a local 
teacher who had been most kind to him. 

Miss McPhail seemed unimpressed by 
me, one way or another, and continued her 
bright chatter with Enod. 

A little man in a gray suit who had been 
sitting back of me, and who had also moved 
when I joined Enod and Miss McPhail, 
kept looking at me very intently, but I was 
hardly aware of him, so confused was I by 
Enod’s rapidly-changing attitude. 

He seldom drank at all, but already he 
had had two martinis. His face was flushed 
and he was positively beaming, on Miss 
McPhail, not me. He told her how bril- 
liant she was, what a delight it was to work 
with her, how she had encouraged him, and 
lastly, how very charming she was. She 
responded accordingly and I sat there near 
tears and utterly ignored. 

As the meal progressed, a_ strange 
thought occurred to me. In spite of my 
deep regard for Enod, and his seeming 
reciprocation, this was the first time I had 
seen him with another white woman so- 
cially. And Miss McPhail was attractive! 

Could all mine and Enod’s lovely, lonely 
evenings together have been hallucination, 
and all our tears a mockery? I had thought 
he loved me for myself alone, but wasn’t it 
just possible that he had been attracted to 
me simply because I was a white woman? 
I had heard that a lot of Negro men have 
what they term “white fever.” It looked as 
if Enod was one of them. 

And had anyone else ever loved me? 
Why then should I have thought Enod 
would? 

The new germ fermented in the fertile 
ground of my suspicious mind, and as I 
listened to Enod making spontaneous and 
elaborate plans for meeting Miss McPhail 
in New York next week, I felt I was right 
beyond a doubt. 


ro? 
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At last the meal was over and we got up 

to leave. The little man in the gray suit 

up too, came over and showed us his 

ird. He was from the Bugle, and he 

vanted to know if it was true that Mr. 
Ormsted and I were in love? 

Miss McPhail fussed with something in 
purse, not seeming to hear a word that 
being said. Enod waited for me to 

wer. I did. 
‘I cannot speak for Mr. Ormsted, but 
“T loved him very 


Ap- 


nly for myself,” I said. 
eeply, and I thought he loved me. 
arently I was wrong.” 
I did not wait for Enod’s affirmation or 
enial, or for Miss McPhail to get her head 
ut of her pocketbook. I simply left, 
iietly and alone. Tears were streaming 
»wn my face as I left the hotel. I made 
effort to hide them, even as the same 
hotographer snapped my picture again as 
[ stepped out into the lobby. Enod did not 
ollow me, or call after me, ever. I never 
him again. 
[ went back to my room and wanted to 
lie, but a healthy young person cannot die 
easily. Twenty-four hours later hun- 
drove me from my darkened room to 
face my picture on every street corner, But 
he litthe gray man had written a more 
mpathetic report of the trusting young 
teacher who had been deceived and de- 
erted by the popular Negro novelist. My 
cture with the tear-washed face bore out 
s tale beautifully. For the next few days 
the public put me on trial through letters 
to the editor. It was a hot trial, but at the 
nd of a week I was acquitted and called 
back to work. 


Q EVERAL YEARS have passed since 
that time. Apart from being married 
the minister of the Highland Presbyte- 

an Church, I am also principal of the 
chool where I started teaching. 

Vivian Houser has become a leading re- 
porter for a big city daily in our state. 
Once when Enod was lecturing in her city, 

ie interviewed him, and I felt part of the 
nterview, the message it contained, was 

r me. 

She had asked him the stock question: 
what about his love interests? He told her 
he had never married, not because he had 
10t loved enough, but rather too much. 
Once I loved a young teacher very much, 
ind in fact I love her still. But it became 

cessary for me to give her up for her 
wn good,” she quoted him as saying. 

[ have followed Enod’s career through 

e books that have been released since I 

ist saw him. Sometimes I think I see my- 

elf in some of the characters, or at least 
yself in composite part. His work has 
leepened and matured, and [ like to think 

[ am a little responsible for that, just as I 

like to think the tears we shed, the criti- 

ism and heartaches we both endured, have 
orn away just a little that mountain of 
prejudice that still looms as high as the 

Rockies. THE END 
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simple “no” would never convince her. If 
I was to stop her, I'd have to present the 
most powerful argument in the world. 
Young love is like that—sure of itself and 
impatient with anything that appears to 
threaten it. 

But did I have a right to interfere in her 
life, the way so many people had tried to 
do with mine? I thrust the thought out of 
my mind. Even if I sent her to Jimmy 
with all my wishes for good luck and hap- 
piness, fairness demanded that I present 
both sides of the question. 

More than once, Nola had confided that 
she wanted to be exactly like me. I sup- 
pressed a bitter laugh. That was only be- 
cause she didn’t know what I was really 
like. If she did... 

Suddenly I knew that this would be the 
strongest argument in the world. Id tell 
her about myself—how it was with Willis 
and me; how I built a wall around myself 
to withstand the snubs of the “decent” 
townsfolk; how I managed to hold my job 
at the library only because the women had 
not yet decided I was a threat to the morals 
of the community. (I steered clear of their 
husbands, despite the constant passes those 
pillars of society made at me.) 

So as the darkness deepened and the two 
of us seemed to be drawn closer together, 
I talked out my story as quietly and calmly 
as if I were discussing the plot of a new 
movie I’d seen... 


GUESS I was a lot like Nola when I 

was young. I resented adult authority, 
and especially that of my sister. Evie, who 
had taken Mother’s place when she died. 
Evie was the practical, down-to-earth type. 
I suppose it was a good thing she was be- 
cause it was she who kept my brother and 
I with her instead of farming us out to 
relatives. 

Evie was bound and determined that we 
two younger kids finish high school, even 
though she had to drop out and go to work 
in the laundry of the hospital. When we’d 
protest that she worked too hard, she’d give 
a weary smile and say, “Mother would have 
wanted it.” Then she’d put on a grim face 
and say, “But you'd better study, because 
the first time one of you flunks, out you 
come!” 

Buddy got no farther than his first year, 
then ran off to California somewhere. But 
I studied hard, at the same time managing 
to have fun. This was what kept Evie nag- 
ging at me. She made me wear plain 
dresses and flat-heeled shoes. The first time 
I went to the hairdresser was when [| 
worked one summer and earned my own 
money. 








Having my own money gave me my firs 
taste of independence and I promised my. 
self that some day I’d be free to do com. 
pletely as I wished. But meanwhile, I was 
under Evie’s care, and it was strict. I re. 
member one night coming home from , 
school dance with Casey, a boy in my class 

“Where’s that sister of yours?” he whis 
pered as we stood on the darkened porch 
of our house. 

“Why? What difference does it make? 
I asked, knowing what was on his min 
and pretending that I was old enough ty 
be my own boss. 

Casey grinned a little self-consciously, 
“Well, I gotta say goodnight to you—the 
right way.” 

I hesitated. Suppose while I was kissing 
him goodnight Evie should appear? Hay. 
ing her scold me in front of my friend 
would be worse than haughtily turning him 
down on some pretext or another. 

Casey moved closer. “Or maybe you 


don’t know the right way to say good 


night—” 


The challenge worked. “What do you 


think I am?” I demanded indignantly, “a | 


dumb bunny?” 

“OK, then, say ‘prune’,” Casey directed. 

“Prune.” 

“Heck! Not so fast,” he protested. “Say 
it real slow.” 

“Pruuuuune—” 

Before I finished our lips met in a moist. 
awkward kiss that was a feeble imitation 
of what we’d both seen in movies. It was 
crude and amateurish, but something about 
that embrace set me tingling inside. My 
developing body came alive at his touch 
and the emotion I felt was so powerful it 
scared me. But it was nice and I clung 
desperately to his neck. 

“Gussie!” 

Evie’s voice was like a thunder clap and 
so startled us our teeth clicked together. 
Casey turned and dashed down the steps 
and vanished. I was left alone to bear the 
brunt of my sister’s tirade. She practically 
accused me of every bad thing Id ever 
heard about and some I hadn’t. 

“I’m not going to have you grow up wild 
like all these other girls!” she shouted. 
“Oh, I know the things that go on around 
this town. But if what happened to that 
Jean Walters ever happens to you, I'll skin 
you alive!” 

“Jean?” 
“What about Jean?” 
best girl friends. 

“What about her? She’s going to have 
a baby, that’s all!” Then Evie treated my 
shocked ears to a detailed account of how 
and why Jean was “caught,” and dinned 
into me how awful it was to let the boys 
talk me into anything. 

By the time she was finished, my lips 
fairly burned at the memory of Casey’s kiss 
and my body felt unclean because of the 
strange stirrings he had awakened in me. 
From that night on, I never let another boy 
touch me. I threw all my energies into 
my school work. 

After graduation, Evie said to me, “Well, 


I finally found my tongue. 
She was one of my 
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I've done my duty. You and Buddy, wher- 
ever he is, are on your own now, You can 
stay here at the house as long as you be- 
have yourself, and if you want to work I 
can get you on at the hospital.” 

It turned out that Evie was finally mar- 
rying a middle-aged man who had admired 
her for years. He was nice enough, but 
exactly like her in his tastes and his dis- 
likes. Unable to do better, I decided to 
stay with them for a while. But the mo- 
ment I was able, I promised myself, I'd 
strike out on my own. 

It took a couple of years of working days 
at the hospital and taking a correspondence 
course at night, but eventually I was able 
to pass the examination for librarian. My 
next step was to move into a house of my 
own. It was just a tiny four-room frame 
building, and since it was close to the high- 
way the rent was reasonable. Bit by bit I 
fixed it up until I had it looking as nice as 
any place in that section of town. 

My neighbors soon got used to the idea 
of my “wildness’”—wearing shorts while 
puttering about in my garden, smoking out 
in public, reading books that could never 
be put on a reading list for juveniles. But 
I got along with them by minding my own 
business and while they deplored my un- 
seemly conduct, they respected me. 

Then Willis came along and my whole 
world changed. And people knew for sure 
then that I was a girl gone wrong... 


T WAS a hot night in July and I sat 

on my porch sipping a Tom Collins. I 
wore my favorite pair of shorts and a bra, 
trying to keep cool. Occasionally a car 
would whiz past, but the heat seemed to 
have stopped even the chirping of the 
crickets. 

Suddenly a big trailer truck roared into 
sight. Then, like the wail of a wounded 
animal, I heard the nerve-jangling screech 
of tires on the pavement and the huge 
vehicle swayed perilously. then bounced 
off the road onto the soft gravel shoulder. 
It jerked to a stop and all was silent. 

I set down my drink and ran to the 
truck. I saw the driver still in the cab, 
his hands gripping the wheel and his head 
leaned against them. 

“Are—are you all right?” I asked. 

His whole body was trembling, but I 
made out the nod of his head. “What 
happened?” 

He controlled his voice with 
effort. “Some damn fool tried to pass me 
...he cut in too quick ...I almost 
rammed into him.” 

He ran a hand across his face and it 
was plain he was in no condition to con- 
tinue right away. So I suggested, “What 
you need is a drink. You’ve got to pull 
yourself together. Come on. I live right 
over there.” 

Reluctantly he agreed and I hurried to 
the house while he set out flares around 
the parked truck. I was pouring a stiff 
drink when I heard his step outside. “Come 
on in,” I called. 

He swung open the door, then stood 


obvious 


staring at me. He hadn’t really seen me 
outside, I realized, what with the darkness 
and his reaction to the near-accident. I 
saw his astonished gaze go to my bare 
legs and move slowly upward. I blushed, 
but was glad I had nothing to apologize 
for. He shook his head as if to clear it 
and reached for the whiskey, 

“Thanks,” he said in a husky voice. 

He didn’t gulp it down, but sipped 
slowly and steadily. I studied him close- 
ly. He was tall, with the arms and shoul- 
ders of a truck driver. He wasn’t hand- 
some in the usual sense of the word, but 
there was a male ruggedness that radiated 
from him like a strong electric current. 
His shirt was open to the waist, exposing 
the brown smoothness of his chest. 

“Thanks, Miss,” he said again, return- 
ing the empty glass to me. “That probably 
saved my life!” 

I poured another drink and we went on 
the front porch. Sitting there in the dark- 
ness, with only the stars and the moon for 
illumination, it seemed that I had known 
Willis all my life. And as we exchanged 
information about seemed 
that I had been waiting for him all my 
life. 

At last he stood up to go. “Must you?” 
I asked, hoping he’d stay a little longer. 

“Yeah. I’ve got a lot of time to make up 
on the road,” he explained. “I'll have to 
push that rig of mine at top speed from 
here on in.” 

I stood up quickly and laid a hand on 
his arm. “You will be careful, won’t you?” 

He laughed at my fears, and held out his 
arm. It was steady as a rock. “I’m all 
right now,” he said, then gently added. 
“But it makes a fellow feel good to know 
a woman is worried about him.” 

We were standing close together now, 
tense, expectant. “I don’t know how to 
thank you. Gussie—” he began. 

I don’t know how it happened, but one 
moment we were standing there looking 
at each other, and the next I was in his 
arms. There was magic in that kiss, as all 
the pent-up within my _love- 
starved body burst into flame. 

Then he was gone. But my heart floated 
up around the stars until I watched them 
flicker out and disappear with the dawn. 

It was three days later before Willis 
made the return trip. Even before he 
opened the door in response to my invita- 
tion I knew it was he. My heart knew it 
by the mysterious telepathy of love. Yes. 
I told myself as I studied him, he’s just as 
I remembered. 

“T brought you a little something, Gus- 
sie,” he told me. 

It was a beautiful handbag, a light. 
fragile thing woven of straw. “It’s gorge- 
ous!” I exclaimed. In my excitement I 
threw my arms around his neck, but with- 
out seeming to, he avoided the kiss of 
gratitude I was going to plant on his cheek, 
Instead, he began to talk of his trip. Some- 
what hurt, I nevertheless insisted that he 
eat something before continuing his trip. 

Across the table, that feeling of irrita- 


ourselves, it 





emotions 


tion soon vanished and I was filled with 
contentment at the sight of a man in my 
little house. That was the final touch, the 
one detail that was lacking to make my 
life complete. 

I let myself do a lot of dreaming that 
night, pretending that Willis had a right 
to stay, that he would soon take me in his 
arms. 

But Willis was strangely aloof all eve- 
ning. I learned why from a casual remark 
he made just before he left. 

“I’m glad you like that purse, Gussie,” 
he said. “I got one just like it for my 
wife—” 

We continued our conversation for a 
time, but the words were empty sounds 
crashing against my ears. He was married! 
I suddenly wanted our little party to end. 
I was through pretending. All I wanted 
was for Willis to go quickly and quietly. 
leaving me with the scrambled pieces of 
my dreams. 

Yet, when he did say goodbye, he 
reached out and pulled me to him. I tried 
to be stiff and unyielding, but his touch 
melted the wall of reserve around my 
heart and it was even more devastating 
than the first time. I clung to him alter- 
nately gasping for breath and submitting 
my willing lips to his. 

“T jike you, Gussie—more than you 
know,” he whispered. He held me close 
for one final embrace, then said, “Well, see 
you my next trip out. So long!” 


WISH I could say that I kept my promise 

to myself to be out to a movie, or over 
at Evie’s house, or anywhere the next time 
Willis called. But the truth is I waited for 
him, on pins and needles until I saw his 
truck park down the road. And again I 
went through the same sweet torture of 
being with him, loving every inch of his 
appealing masculinity, hating the clock 
that ticked away the minutes we had to 
spend together. 

Time after time Willis stopped by, one 
time heading north, the next heading 
south. But always heading away from me. 
It got harder and harder to let him go 
without knowing the fulfillment of my love 
for him. It was almost impossible to bear. 
The situation didn’t seem to bother Willis. 
He’d told me about his wife. She was not 
as attractive as I, he said, and he admitted 
he was fond of her. If I had any idea of 
stealing him away from his wife, I soon 
dropped it. The only solution was to share 
a a 

It was just a week before Nola came 
seeking my advice that I learned that 
Willis, too, was finding it hard to keep 
from going overboard. He’d come to me 
later than usual. “I started not to come 
in at all,” he said sheepishly, “but I saw 
the light and thought Id at least say hello.” 

I went over to him. “But why, Willis? 
You knew I'd be waiting for you—as 
usual,” 

His face tensed. “Yes—as usual. That’s 
what’s got me worried, Gussie. Why?” 

Why? It was a question I couldn’t even 
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unswer to myself. I shrugged. 

“What do you get out of it?” he per- 

isted 
My eyes filled with unbidden tears. “I— 
[ guess I’m one of those women who is 
fated to always be on the outskirts of love,” 
[ faltered. “I’ve learned to make myself 
tent with just seeing you—being with 
for brief snatches, while your wife—” 
I ildn’t go on. 
He stared at me a long time. “You mean 
| like to—” Willis clamped his jaw 
ind walked to the front window and 
d there looking out. “I guess I’ve 
ed you for a long time, Gussie,” he said 
ut turning around. “I called myself 
tecting your good name. I thought we 
ld just go on being friends.” 
’rotecting my name?” I laughed bit- 

“Don’t you think people have their 
ideas about what we do when we’re 
¢ together? Goodness knows they do 
but tell me so directly to my 


hing 


[ burst into sobs that welled up from my 
istrated heart. Willis rushed over to me. 
Gently he put his arms around me, talked 
e in soothing tones. And suddenly I 
longer cared about my dirty-minded 
hbors, or anything except that love 
there within my grasp. 
Slowly, deliberately. I pulled his mouth 
wn against mine. We didn’t try to con- 
our passion . . 
For a few days I was happy, glorying in 
he memory of Willis’ tender love. But 
mn the gnawing fears, the nagging doubts 
began to sear my mind. There was his wife 
[ couldn’t get her out of my mind. There 
re the townspeople—I couldn't help see- 
their contemptuous stares. But the 
ielest cut of all was Evie’s command to 
a not to visit me any more. 
I guess I had vague ideas about sharing 
Willis—having him each time he came by 
that truck of his, then sending him off 
iis wife. But as time neared for his next 
I began to see how twisted, how wrong 
was. Not only did I have to live with 
rest of the world, but more important, 
| had to live with myself. 
The day for Willis’ return came, but I 
ill hadn’t made up my mind what to do 
jut our impossible situation, Being a 
I knew he would continue to take the 
I offered, no questions asked. But 
entually, wouldn’t that cheapen me in his 
s? Wouldn't he tire of me someday? 





If he loved me at all, he loved his wife 
more. 

Now, Nola. my sweet, unspoiled niece 
wanted to do the same thing I had done. 
She wanted to trade love and happiness 
and security for a moment of wild passion. 
“You can understand,” she’d said to me. 
Yes, I understood, but for the first time I 
saw myself. The woman I had become was 
reflected in Nola’s eyes; it sounded in her 
voice. The picture of myself was not 
pretty... 

It was quiet for a long time after I fin- 
ished talking. Suddenly Nola flung her 
arms around me. “Oh, Aunt Gussie!” she 
cried. “I feel so sorry for you!” 

Her words raked across my heart strings 
like a coarse file. What an ironic twist! 
I thought. She was sorry for me. And 
yet, my young niece was right. I was think- 
ing so intently of what she said that I 
barely heard the deep sigh she gave or the 
resigned words, “I guess you're right, Aunt 
Gussie. Jimmy’ll come back to me—I know 
he will. We’re young. we can wait. But 
you—!” 

As she ran out, I marveled at the way 
youth always seems to bounce back from 
problems that so often floor their elders. 
And as J sat alone in the darkness. it grad- 
ually dawned on me why Nola had felt 
sorry for me. Her mistake had been avoided 
from the very beginning. mine had already 
started and would continue unless . 

It was at that moment I knew that my 
answer was the same as the one I'd given 
Nola. As hard and lonely as waiting can 
be, it is better than reaching out in desper- 
ation and grabbing the first thing that 
comes along. Each person has many 
chances for happiness in a lifetime. I sud- 
denly realized, If not. then what was the 
point of living? I had thrown myself at 
Willis because I was afraid to wait for 
love I could claim as mine alone. So actu- 
ally, I was a coward, not a hero for flaunt- 
ing the rules of decent living. 

My decision was final. There could be 
no turning back. I went to the kitchen and 
took down a bottle from the cupboard. I 
got out two glasses, and filled them. Any 
moment, Willis’ truck would rumble to a 
stop. Quickly I drained both glasses and 
left the house and walked down to the 
highway. 

The liquor burned my throat and stom- 
ach, but it gave me courage for the farewell 


I had to say... THE END 
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es—2, 3, 4, 12, 13, 16, 19, 20, 21, 24, 27. 
4, 5, 9, 12, 14, 18, 21, 22, 23, 


us—1, 2, 
lini—2, 3, 4, 7, 8, 9, 13, 16, 18, 19, 20, 
cer—2, 3, 4, 5, 9, 10, 13, 18, 22, 23, 26, 


2%, '5,.6, 7, 9, TY, 13, 18,22, 25, 27, 


Virgo—2, 3, 4, 6, 7, 8 10. 14, 18, 22. 23, 
26, 27. 

Libra—2, 3, 4, 7, 8, 9. 10, 13, 16. 18, 22, 
Zl; 20s 


Scorpio—1, 2, 3, 5, 9, 10, 11. 13. 14. 18, 22, 
26,31. 
Sagittarius- 

17, 38; 27. 
Capricorn—1. 
ot. 
Aquarius 
24, 27. 
Pisces—1, 3, 9, 10, 14, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 
26, 27. 


2, a, 4, 1,9, TW, 12, 13, 14, 35, 
* 9,10; 14; 16, 38, 22, 2 


hyd, a, 34,42, 16; 18,20; 21, 22: 
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words with Mitch and Ellyse. I’m sure 
you understand . . .” he apologized as he 
steered us away. 

Once safely out of sight, Ted guided us 
to the side entrance of the chapel and out 
to the sidewalk. He handed Mitch the 
keys to his car and said, “Now get going 
while I go back and pour oil on the trou- 
bled waters.” 

Mitch stuck out his hand. “Gosh, Ted, 
I thought we’d never get away!” he said. 
“We kept making excuses, but nothing 
happened. Then you come along and just 
like that—” he snapped his fingers. 

Ted grinned. “Don’t forget I’m a sales. 
man. You've got to be an expert at mak- 
ing people feel good about taking some: 
thing they don’t want or don’t like.” 

He suddenly grew serious. “Well, good 
luck, kids.” he said, then turned and 
started back inside. 
called. 


“Hey, wait a minute,” Mitch 
“You're not going to get off that easy, 
chum!” 

Ted paused. 

“You haven’t kissed the bride yet,” 


Mitch scolded. “The marriage isn’t legal 
until the best man kisses the bride.” 

Ted hesitated a moment, then came back 
to where we stood. Very deliberately he 
bent down and kissed me on the cheek. 
When he drew back, there was an odd 
expression on his face. 

Mitch had already climbed into the car. 
“Come on, wife.” he called. “Your lord 
and master awaits!” 

That was funny. “Lord and master” was 
the very opposite of what Mitch regarded 
himself. We had known each other too 
long and too well for him to play the old- 
fashioned role of domineering male while 
I was the delicate, helpless female. Mitch 
sincerely regarded me as his equal, never 
yielding a point to me on the tennis court 
or “talking down” to me whenever we dis 
cussed serious questions. 

We shared things on even terms, and 
that was one of the reasons I fell in love 
with him. There were dozens of other rea 
sons, of course—we had grown up to 
gether; he was handsome, in the big, rug 
ged Herb Jeffries manner. but not the least 
hit conceited; he was popular, much of it 
due to his performance as a star halfback 
on the Morgan College football team. 

We knew each other as intimately as any 
man and woman can know each _ other. 
There was never any doubt in my mind 
that Mitch would some day be my husband. 

And that night when we were finally 
alone in our apartment there was no reason 
in the world for my thoughtful mood. 

Mitch, looking handsomer than ever if 
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his silk dressing gown, took me in his arms. 
“Scared?” he asked, nuzzling my dark 
curls. 

“Of course not, darling,” I answered. 

“Then why so quiet?” 

“f don’t know, Mitch,” I said. I threw 
my arms around his neck. “Hold me tight. 
This is a heck of a time for me to be trying 
to solve riddles.” 

I didn’t give him time to ask any more 
questions. The look I'd seen on Ted’s face 
was haunting me and I wanted to get rid 
of the disturbing phantom. Then Mitch’s 
lips bruised against mine and I felt the 
flame of passion within me stir into life 
and hungrily I returned his kisses. There 
was only Mitch in the whole world, and my 
world was Mitch .. . 


We DIDN’T go away for a honeymoon. 
Mitch owned a restaurant in a nice 
section of town, and although a swell 
bunch of people worked for him he felt 
that the business needed him every min- 
ute. I agreed with him even though secret- 
ly I regretted not being able to have my 
husband all to myself for a while. But 
we did the next best thing. No one knew 
the address of our apartment. so we weren't 
bothered by well-meaning visitors. Ted 
was the single exception. He had found 
the apartment for us and soon became a 
regular visitor. 

I can’t accuse Mitch of neglecting me 
and claim that as the what 
later happened. He opened up the res- 
taurant at 8 in the morning. but by 11 he 
was back home. Usually he checked in 
again around 4 and stayed until the place 
closed at midnight. Cooking was the one 
household chore I didn’t have to be both- 
ered with. Mitch ate at the place and I 
joined him there for dinner every night. 

Our life was complete, yet on those oc- 
casions when Ted was with us things 
seemed even more perfect. At first I 
couldn’t understand it. Ted was as dif- 
ferent from Mitch as night is from day. 
He was tall and thin, nothing like the 
robust figure of a man that Mitch was; 
he was older, although the touch of gray 
at his temples gave him a wise, distin- 
guished appearance. 

But the real difference was one I noted 
the day I cooked my first meal for Mitch. 
Of course. Ted. was Mitch’s best 
friend, had been invited. He arrived early 
with a lovely bouquet for me. 

“Oh, Ted, they’re lovely,” I said, rush- 
ing about the kitchen. “Just lay them 
there until I can find something to put 
them in.” 

Even with my preoccupation with the 
dinner, I couldn’t help noticing the way 
Ted went straight to the cupboard and 
took out a vase. He filled it with water 
and arranged the flowers in it, then set 
the vase on the dining room table. It made 
a wonderful centerpiece. 

Mitch was reading the evening paper. 
but Ted stayed in the kitchen, never in 
the way but right there in case I needed 
help. He amazed me with his knowledge 


reason for 


who 


of things that were supposed to be strict- 
ly the province of women. 

“A bachelor has to be both husband and 
wife to himself,” he answered when I put 
the question to him. “I can darn socks, sew 
on buttons and a lot of other things, be- 
lieve it or not.” 

I studied him as I sprinkled parsley 
over the whipped potatoes. men 
would be afraid to admit that.” I told him. 
“Afraid that—well, you know how people 
talk. But you’re all man, Ted. How is it 
some woman hasn’t grabbed you off?” 

He shifted uneasily on the stool he was 
perched on. “I don’t know, Ellyse, ex- 
cept that some men are allergic to mar- 


“Some 


riage.” 

“But you’d make someone a wonderful 
husband.” I insisted. 

“Maybe I waited too long,” 
thoughtfully. 

Just then Mitch appeared in the door- 
way. “Look, man,” he joked, “I don’t 
mind you making love to my wife, but for 
heaven’s sake let her get that food on the 
table. I’m starved!” 

I felt my cheeks flush and I turned 
away toward the stove. I heard Ted say, 
“When I do, Ill pick a more romantic 
spot than a kitchen. old man!” Then 
Mitch laughed as they both went up front 
and shot back, “I read somewhere that 24 
out of every 100 women are beating around 
on their husbands. I’ve come to the con- 
clusion it’s guys like you who lead married 
women astray. I'll bet you’re way over 
your quota of 24...” 

Their laughter faded and I heard the 
cocktail shaker going full speed. My hand 
trembled violently as I sat down and 
lit a cigarette. Mitch’s light-hearted banter 
had brought to mind something I had 
been trying for weeks not to think about. 
I had read the magazine article Mitch 


he began 


had mentioned to Ted, and had _ been 
strangely disturbed by what it said. I 


made a mental note to go back and glance 
over it again. 

The dinner was a flop. 
ing that it was my first big effort. the meal 


Even consider- 


I served that night rated no orchids. And 
I honestly wasn’t looking for any. Yet, 


when the ordeal was finally over, I was 
angry with Mitch and for the first time in 
our short married life I refused to make up 
after a spat. I opened the convertible 
couch in the living room and prepared for 
bed. 

Mitch was irritated, but regarded himself 
as much too sensible to openly show any 
anger. “Well. at least we'll find out how 
that thing sleeps.” he observed. pointing 
in the general direction of the couch. 
“Goodnight, Ellyse.” 

He made no effort to help me open the 
couch and I found myself contrasting his 
attitude with Ted’s 

That had been the 
trouble at dinner, I reflected. Mitch had 
come right out and said that the roast was 
burnt. Not “well done” as Ted had in- 
sisted, but burnt. The gravy was lumpy. 
I'd forgotten to season the vegetables and 


equality-for-women 
manner towards me. 


the after-dinner coffee was warmed-over 
dish water. I knew all that only too well, 
but Ted had complimented me on each 
dish and had eaten everything as if he 
really enjoyed it. 

But it wasn’t only the dinner. After all. 
Mitch was around good food every day 
and he honestly thought he was helping me 
by telling me in great detail what I had 
neglected to do or had done wrong. 

No, it was something more than that 
which had caused me to lose my temper 
and shout angry words at Mitch. I reached 
over, took the magazine out of the rack. 
laid it on the bed and began rolling up my 
hair. I turned to the article Mitch and I 
had read a few nights earlier. 


T WAS an article based on the unpub- 

lished report by Dr. Alfred C. Kinsey 
on the sex behavior of American women 
and also on various surveys that had been 
made specifically of Negro women. I used 
my hairbrush to hold the pocket-sized 
weekly magazine open and began to read. 

“Ten per cent of Negro women are 
completely frigid, having never experienced 
and having little desire for intimacy with 
their husbands . . That ten per cent 
certainly didn’t include me, I decided, re- 
calling the way that Mitch could send the 
blood pounding through my veins with just 
a look or a word or a touch. 

I continued reading and came to the 
part I'd heard Mitch quote to Ted. “A 
survey of 100 upper class married women 
by another researcher revealed that 24 had 
had sex relations after marriage with men 
other than their husbands. but the Kinsey 
report is likely to show a much lower 
average for feminine infidelity than this.” 

I tossed the magazine aside and turned 
out the light. But I couldn't sleep. I lay 
there thinking. How many of those so- 
called “unfaithful” wives were not really 
looking for replacements for their hus- 
bands, but were seeking something in ad- 
dition? Suppose they were reaching after 
something more than their husbands could 
give? Not sex. but something much harder 
to explain, and I realized that was my 
problem. 

The idea of having Ted for a lover never 
once entered my head. But it was a fact 
that he gave me the feeling of being some- 
one extra special. His attentiveness and 
his gentle way of hovering over me and do- 
ing little things for me did wonders for 
my ego. And he had a way of casually 
dropping kind words and paying pretty 
compliments. Oh, sure, I knew he treated 
every woman he knew the same way; I 
had no illusions that there was anything 
behind his gallantry. 

He makes me feel like a woman, I re- 
member thinking just before I fell asleep. 
Like a queen 

The next day Mitch and I made up. “I 
acted like a spoiled brat. darling.” I con- 
fessed to him. “I’m sorry.” 

“Yes. you did.” he agreed in a kindly 
missed last 


= 


but matter-of-fact tone. “I 
night, but I figured you had to get what- 
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ever was bothering you out of your system. 
People who live together are bound to get 

n each other’s nerves sometime.” 

Inwardly, I groaned. “Oh, Mitch,” I 
thought, “why must you always be so 
practical? Everything’s so cut and dried 

you.” 

He left for work and I was left with my 

cuished thoughts. I wanted to be petted 

id babied; I wanted him to take me in 

s arms and beg my forgiveness. It didn’t 

atter who was at fault for our spat. I 

nged to be told again and again how 

nderful I was. 

[t was only natural that in this confused 
tate of mind and emotion I turned to the 
me person who offered me this consola- 
tion—Ted. As I spent more and more time 

th him I discovered other ways in which 

differed from Mitch. Mitch and I 
re great pals. I beat him at tennis and 

»wling as often as he beat me. He went 

for active sports and everything was 50- 

0 between us—work as well as play. 

With Ted, the situation was reversed. 
For instance, every time I took out a ciga- 

tte he bobbed up in front of me with a 
light, and he dashed ahead to open doors 
for me like a regular doorman. When we 

ere together we’d talk about books or 
plays or sit quietly listening to the rec- 

rds in his collection. He seemed to antic- 
sate my every wish and waited on me 
hand and foot. 

[t never occurred to Mitch to be jealous 

f the time I spent with Ted. More than 
once he told me that he didn’t expect me 

» sit around the house while he was busy 
at the restaurant. In addition, Ted was his 
best friend. He trusted him completely. 
\loreover, there was no danger of any com- 
plications, I assured myself. After all, I 
lidn’t want Ted the same way I wanted 

y husband. 


THINGS went along beautifully. My life 

was complete. Then Mitch got busy 
vith annual inventory and it turned out 

be an all-night job. Ted and I went 
to a show and instead of going back home 
[ went to his apartment. Ted mixed some 
drinks, patted the pillows into a soft nest 
for me on the sofa and we began discuss- 
ng the movie we’d seen. 

\s always with Ted, I felt warm and 
His eyes caressed me like a tender 
embrace. I don’t know what prompted me 
but all of a sudden I reached out and took 
his hand in mine. “Hi, Mister,” I said 
softly. 

He jerked away as if he’d been burned. 
‘Don’t do that, Ellyse!” he said sharply. 

“I—I didn’t mean anything,” I apolog- 
ized. “It’s just that I like you so much.” 

For a long moment his eyes burned into 
mine, then he caught me to him and his 
long, ecstatic kiss tore away all my de- 
I lay in his arms quivering with 
a strange, thrilling excitement. But it 
didn’t last long. With a frustrated groan, 
led pulled away and went over to the 
He poured himself a drink and 
downed it in one gulp. 
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ilive. 


tenses. 


cellarette. 








“You're thinking about Mitch,” I said, 
still under the spell of his kiss. 

“No!” He bit off the word with such 
bitterness I looked up in surprise. He 
tugged nervously at his thin mustache. “No, 
Ellyse,” he said somewhat softer, “I’m 
thinking about you. This isn’t what you 
want.” 

I thought about it for a moment. “I 
think I’m in love with you, Ted.” But 
even as I said it I realized with a shock 
that I also loved Mitch. But how could 
that be? 

Ted came over and sat beside me. “So 
you're in love with both of us,” he said 
gently, “but you’re married to Mitch.” He 
touched my lips with a finger. “Yes, I 
know that a little formality like that means 
nothing to an old bachelor like me. It 
never has—before now.” 

“But a woman can’t be in love with two 
men at the same time,” I protested. “I’m 
all mixed up, Ted.” 

“T think a person can be in love with 
two—or even three—others. Take us, for 
example. You love me for qualities that 
Mitch hasn’t got—or you think he doesn’t 
have. As long as you had us both of us 
on your own terms, everything was great.” 

I felt ashamed of myself. “You mean I 
spoiled it just now?” 

“T mean that a guy like me who’s been 
around doesn’t believe there’s such a thing 
as a ‘platonic’ friendship. It would have 
happened sooner or later, Ellyse.” 

“Then it’s all over—the good times we’ve 
had together.” I said sadly. 

“Yes. Unless—unless you left Mitch 
and came to me.” He patted my hand com- 
fortingly. “Don’t you see? Then you would 
still be in love with Mitch because of the 
qualities he has and I don’t.” 

We talked on and on. Towards 3 in the 
morning Ted made a pot of coffee and we 
continued our conversation. 

“Remember that article Mitch told me 
about?” Ted asked. “About 24 out of 
100 married women who cheat on their 
husbands? Well, I have a theory about 
those 24. I think that most of them are 
like you—searching for things their hus- 
bands don’t—or can’t—give them. But 
since this world is like it is, and guys like 
me hate to think they’re passing up some- 
thing, sooner or later they wind up cheat- 
ing.” 

“In other words,” I said, “a woman who 
is completely satisfied with her husband 
may go out looking for—let’s say, music 
or dancing. She finds the right man, then 
learns that to hold on to it she has to sub- 
mit to his advances.” 

Ted nodded gravely. “I think if it were 
left up to the women, they’d keep it pla- 
tonic. But you know how we men are 


” 


Dawn was filtering through the win- 
dows when I finally broke the silence. 
“What’s the answer, Ted?” 

He hunched his shoulders and smiled 
wryly. “The Todas of India and the Es- 
kimos practice polyandry—it’s the custom 











for a woman to have more than one hus. 
band.” 

“If you were married, Ted, would you 
mind if your wife had another man who 
could give her things—spiritual things— 
that you couldn’t?” I asked. 

“I'd never stand for it,” he declared, 
“The trouble is we were born into the 
wrong society.” 

I stood up to go. “Or maybe we were 
born a thousand years too soon,” I said. 

We said goodbye as if we’d see each 
other soon again, but we both knew it was 
the last time. And walking home through 
the deserted, early-morning streets, I knew 
what every woman must learn—that she 
must be content with one man, whatever 
his imperfections may be, at least for the 
next one thousand years. THE Enp 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 10) 


Don’t guffaw or cackle hysterically all over 
the street. Neither is it necessary to double 
up in convulsions or to have a stroke. Noth- 
ing can be that funny, even if you do say it 
yourself, 

One of the worst offenses of teen-agers 
is the habit of poking fun at those who 
happen to look “funny” to you. People can 
no more help having pin-ball heads or liver- 
lips than you can help being black. If you 
must laugh at them (and at your age, it 
can be a must) do so discreetly. Never let 
them or anybody around you know the 
cause of your mirth. If you feel that you 
can no longer contain yourself, make a joke 
on your friend or yourself so that attention 
will be drawn away from pin-head and 
liver-lips. That is the kind thing to do. 

When you attend a show, sit in one seat 
and quietly enjoy yourself. Scuffling, shriek- 
ing, hanging from the chandeliers disturbs 
others, and spoils a good picture you paid 
to see. 

When you attend a party, act like a guest 
so that you will be invited back. Do not 
tear up the rugs, scratch the furniture, spill 
drinks and food on the floor or burn holes 
in the upholstery. Be careful, thoughtful 
and pleasant. Be a lady or a gentleman. 
Ladies and gentlemen have fun, too. 

If you really want to know the proper 
way to act, the what to do and when, go 
to Emily Post. You take other books from 
the library to read, why not get the last 
word on etiquette from the lady who made 
the rules. You can form an “act right” club 
and practice how to make introductions, 
how to pour tea and how to entertain ot 
accept a date. 

You will be surprised how that shyness 
will leave you. The clumsiness that makes 
kids your age all hands and feet, will soon 
be overcome if you know what to do in 
certain situations. And you will also be 
surprised when you find out how many of 
your friends are also anxious to know the 
rudiments of good behavior. 


THE END 
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1E END 


What Every 
Girl Should 


Know 


About Men 


(Continued from Page 23) 
home after dating another girl. 

The intent and purpose of the man hunt 
are the same. Only the methods change. 

Like anything worth having, a good man 
is worth working for. The female from 
upper-age bracket teen-ager to marauding 
crandma must attract a man after she finds 
him. She must hold him after she has his 
attention. She must keep him proud of her 
forever after the honeymoon is over, if she 
wishes to stay happily married. 

When we ran across an old acquaintance 
who had changed noticeably, Daddy (that 
was my pet name for Mr. Harper) used to 
say, “My God, what has happened to her? 
Lil, don’t you ever let yourself go like 
that!” 

Staying good-looking is a 24-hour job, 
hut among the most stunning women in the 
country are those who feel that it is well 
worth the effort. Singer Etta Meten Bar- 
nett is known on three continents for her 
smart appearance. Marva Louis Spaulding 
attracts complimentary attention every time 
she walks down the street. Molly Moon of 
New York party-giving fame and countless 
other married women, some of them grand- 
mothers, know the value of keeping attrac- 
tive, dressing well. 

An attractive mate bolsters a man’s van- 
ity. The minute a wife gets careless about 
her appearance, lets herself go, hubby be- 
sins looking for other females to admire. 

Just the other night, I heard a handsome, 
young man remark, “There is nothing in 
the world that will set a fellow up like 
walking into a room full of people with a 
beautiful doll wrapped in a mink coat. 
When all heads turn your way in admira- 
tion, man, that’s really living!” 

We can’t all afford mink, and we know 
full well that the very gent who admires it 
most is usually the least likely to buy one. 
But there isn’t a woman living who can’t 
cause heads to turn with a rag, a hank of 
fairly good hair and the proper know-how. 


\ ANY WOMEN who pass as beautiful, 
~~ aren’t pretty at all. Their overall ap- 
pearance is so smart, however, that it 
makes them attractive. They say that singer 
Sarah Vaughan was an unglamorous girl 
with buck teeth when her husband, George 
Treadwell, fell in love with her five years 
ago. With his life’s savings of $8,000 (less 
a two-dollar marriage license), he bought 
glamorous gowns, provided special coach- 
ing, provided her with a beauty course, 
dentistry, elocution lessons which trans- 
formed Sara into a sophisticated, well- 
groomed lady. 

The rhythm in a woman’s walk, the 
Proud angle at which she holds her head, 





the trimness of her ankle will draw as 
many wolf calls as a pretty face. The male 
brigade that lines street corners and those 
other men who aren’t so obvious, frankly 
study women at every opportunity. Few 
women take the time or the trouble to study 
them. 

On the first date, a wise 
gather enough information about a man to 
fill out a Dun & Bradstreet report. From 
the time he makes her acquaintance to the 
goodbye at her doorstep, his every word 
and action is an index to his character. 
With formal introductions more the excep- 
tion and chance meetings more nearly the 
rule, any meeting short of a pickup is per- 
missible. And, although the fellow may not 
be aware of it, the woman has most likely 
arranged the setting anyway. 

The first glance is an appraisal of his 
personal appearance. The first few casual 
remarks reveal his education and interests. 
When he calls te see her, if he rings the 
bell and comes up the steps, he is off to an 
even start. If she is reasonably near ready, 
there is hope, too, for her. If he flops down 
on the davenport and sprawls out in com- 
plete repose, he also has a couch at home 
with greasy upholstery and busted springs. 
If his idea of a big night out is a western 
at the corner movie before the prices 
change and cokes when the show is over, 
he will no doubt want his 79 cents back in 
kisses before the evening is spent. 

For youngsters with limited funds, the 
coke and cut-rate show routine is accept- 
able, but if a grown man asks his lady fair 
what she would like to do (and he should 
show her that courtesy), she should set the 
pace for future dates by naming the best 
show and dining in a first-class place. 

The first date is also the time to set a 
precedent for courteous treatment. Let the 
gentleman open doors. Let him light her 
cigarette. Let him help her with her coat. 
Let him pick up the tab. The best way to 
get respect is to demand it. 

When I was a young girl coming up in 
Chicago, a boy courting a girl could never 
get away with the careless, thoughtless 
things they do today. Once a boy, who was 
to take me to a dance, fell asleep and was 
an hour late in arriving at my home. It was 
two months before I spoke to him again. 

That sex will have to be reckoned with 
as friendships ripen (if not on the first 
date) is inevitable. A woman should be 
prepared to meet it. When a man looks at 
a woman, when he gives her that silent all- 
inclusive head-to-toe once over, sex is in 
his thinking. If she permits him to pet, he 
will expect to take other liberties. Here, 
too, it is the woman who sets the pace. If 
she feels that sex is the only way in which 
she can hold her man, then she has already 
lost him. 

Sex, a subject which a young girl needs 
the most information about, is the least dis- 
cussed, even between mothers and daugh- 


woman can 


ters. The counsel mothers gave their young 
when I was a girl was of little help. They 
were so busy telling their darling daugh- 
ters what they had better not do that they 


completely overlooked the biological facts 
about men and women. 

I was 13 when I had my first boy friend, 
but because Mother thought I was too 
young to date, we had to confine our meet- 
ings to walking home together from gram- 
mar school. When Mother ran into us one 
night as she was returning from the store, 
even that stopped. We were broken-hearted. 

Before I could take the vows, however, 
I had my first real date (with another boy), 
but that was just as disillusioning. Mother 
sat in the living room. A darkened second 
parlor (a special concession to me) was 
between her and the first parlor where we 
sat looking at each other from opposite 
sides of the room. If we stopped talking, 
Mother cleared her throat. In order to get 
together, the boy pretended he wanted a 
drink of water. When I got up to get it for 
him, I joined him on the couch. Mother 
moved a room closer. She could hear now 
as well as see. When it was time to say 
goodbye, I stepped out in the: hall, hoping 
that I could shut the door and get a kiss. 
Just as we started to embrace, Mother 
opened the door. 

One of the most embarrassing moments 
in my life was the result of my mother’s 
strictness, which allowed for only two 
things—right and wrong. A child was al- 
ways wrong. When I heard that most of 
the girls who planned to attend a certain 
dance were wearing silk stockings, I 
sneaked a pair of mother’s silk hose out of 
the house that night and stopping on the 
steps outside our door, proceeded to 
change, giving my cotton-ribbed ones to my 
escort to put in his pocket. When we ar- 
rived at the dance, only two other girls 
wore hair ribbons, so I promptly removed 
mine and that, too, went into the boy’s 
pocket. 

When he took me home, both of us forgot 
about the changes, and mother did not no- 
tice anything amiss. Twenty minutes later. 
however, the boy returned. When mother 
answered the door, he handed her the 
stockings and ribbons, saying “Lillian for- 
got these!” 

Mother cried for a long time. Then she 
got me out of bed and whipped the living 
daylights out of me. She was convinced 
that I had learned everything there was to 
know about sex that night. 


Y DAUGHTER Jeanne’s generation is 

as free as we were restricted. If a 
mother today asks her daughter who is the 
mother of her new boy friend, she will in 
all probability answer, “I didn’t know he 
had one.” My mother frowned upon boys 
with cars, but daughters today won’t go out 
with a date who doesn’t have one. 

Girls and women now feel that it is nec- 
essary for them to go to extremes in order 
to hold their men. That is not true. 

The best way for a woman to sustain in- 
terest in the man she loves is to find his 
interest. If he is a fiend on baseball, she 
should learn enough about the game so 
that she can at least talk intelligently about 
it and enjoy going to the ball park with 
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im. If his entire life is wound up in his 
ob, she should make it her business to de- 
velop an interest in that too. 

\ sweet personality, charming manners 
and good grooming coupled with good taste 
in clothes is a strong combination for any 
man to buck. But all too many women 
overdo it. 

natter how a man may like to be 

ed over and babied when alone with 

his loved one, he is irked and embarrassed 

ch attention in public places. Baby- 

: loesn’t want to hear his pet name 

bandied around at the plant or the office 
the day after a company party. 

\{ woman who does not “look right” em- 
her male escort. The prettiest 

earth and the most expensive furs 
sted if she does not know how to wear 
the wrap or how to show off her figure. 

Plain Janes without face or figure need 
to be doubly particular about their per- 

appearance and make the most of 

hat they have if they wish to hold the at- 
tention of a man. For the matron with 
| hips, the gown made to follow lesser 

curves should best be admired and left on 
Fashions that enhance the young 
for the robust. The days of plaids, 
bold colors and that sweater-look went out 
when the calorie count went up. As Daddy 
say, “If you have to poke it and 

t and stretch it—don’t wear it!” 
Likewise, open-toed shoes and sling- 
eled pumps on protesting feet make for 

neatness nor comfort. Cosmetics on 
Negro women must be used with special 
care. Red powder on a brown skin or too 
a powder on a dark skin produces 
isk-like, unnatural effect. If a woman 
ld deny her years, she should not glori- 
hem by a careless toilet. She should 
work on that crepey neck. If summer made 
»f her hair, she should have it steamed 
nto shape. Perfume cannot be used 
like chlorophyll, the green wonder that is 
used in tooth paste and chewing gum to re- 
inpleasant odors. Nothing can quite 
take the place of plain soap and water. 
ungrammatical words spoken by 
pretty woman break any spell that 
od looks might have cast. Hilarity 
ipanied with insobriety makes the 
celebrated person obnoxious. As 
Daddy used to say, “The past of drink is 
unk.” 
When a man grows tired of his sweet- 
heart or wife, she very likely has fallen 
in appearance or behaviour some- 
along the line. Tears and promises 
it help. Even pregnancy, the age-old 
lincher, serves to drive men away today 
ither than shame them into shouldering 
re sponsibility. 

\s one gentleman I know sums it up: 
here are three kinds of women—the fine 
looking thing, they like to be seen with; 

companionable woman they like to stay 
home with; and the sex mate they can’t 
live without. When he finds all of these 
qualities in one woman, says this gentle- 
man, he will marry her and stay married 


THE END 
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How I 
Crashed 
The Movies 


(Continued from Page 29) 


in town that I’m going with him. There’s 
nothing to such talk. 

I’ve been in Mel’s company, also in the 
company of actors Richard Conte and John 
Hudson and musical arranger Pete Rugulo 
too. But each time it was only a friendly 
get-together, no romance whatsoever being 
involved. I have no romantic interests at 
present. Perhaps, because I find fellows 
too jealous. I can’t stand that. 

In Los Angeles, I live a pretty close life. 
I’m living alone now. But I once shared 
an apartment with Dalphine Moore, the 
popular model. 

I find it not at all easy trying to make it 
alone—but it’s not impossible. Something 
good always comes along to help me over. 
Like the Fox movie part, for example. I 
got $125 a day for the days I worked on 
that job. Believe me, it came in handy. 

It’s a real challenge, living in the film 
city. Because behind the tinsel gaudiness 
of the town is a hard-boiled world. I’ve 
known agents who can’t see beyond the 
dollar sign, studios where a struggling ac- 
tor gets no encouragement. I’ve known 
jealous, uncooperative actors who were too 
small to give a newcomer a break. That is 
the Hollywood picture and it is sometimes 
very depressing. 


IRLS LIKE myself have it real tough 

in Hollywood. Yet we manage to 
hang on somehow until parts come along in 
movies. Some of us get roles because we 
know somebody, others because we are a 
special type—daffy-looking blond, sultry 
brunette or buxom brown. I got into 
movies because I fit a type. I was dark 
enough to play a slave, shapely and attrac- 
tive enough to be cast as the secret lover of 
my white master. 

The Fox movie I got my first break in 
is the story of Andrew Jackson and his 
wife, Rachel, played by Susan Hayward. 
In the part, I’m involved in a romance with 
the first husband of Mrs. Jackson, Lewis 
Robards, while she was still married to 
him. The illicit affair precipitates a sep- 
aration between them and eventually a di- 
vorce. Rachel marries Jackson and _in- 
spires him on to the presidency. 

The incident of which I’m a major part 
in the movie is supposedly based on fact. 
My role is a nice bit for a newcomer and 
a handsome reward for the three years I 
waited to get in pictures. 

Perhaps, though, I wouldn’t have been 
so long landing a movie part had I been 
influenced by gossip. It is frequently 
whispered around Hollywood that the easi- 
est way for a girl to make the grade in 








movies is for her to become lovey-dovey 
with some person of great rank in the cine. 
ma colony. Maybe it’s true. I don’t know, 
I don’t care. 

I had one or two chances to make it in 
Hollywood that way but flatly refused both 
times. 

Agents are often guilty of pitching their 
offers with personal obligations tied on. | 
remember one big white agent in Holly. 
wood who promised that he would make me 
“as big as Dorothy Dandridge,” if I would 
“be nice” to him. But I didn’t figure that 
way. As much as I wanted to make the 
movies, it was not so important to me that 
I would trade my honor. I’m happy now 
that I stayed clean. 

The way I'd planned to get in movies, 
before the Fox part came along, was 
through ability—the toughest way, mind 
That meant long, tiresome prepara- 


you. 
tion. But I was willing. I took dramatic 


lessons, enrolled in a modeling school to 
improve my grooming. Then I invaded 
Hollywood but only to run smack into the 
same setbacks other Negro performers 
have met with when they tried to score 
in the movies. 

Hollywood actually has little work for 
Negroes, I’ve now known for a long time. 
Yet I’m still around. People often ask me 
why. Well, it’s really quite simple. 

Look at the money one can earn before 
a movie camera and you have the answer. 
Any average-salaried player makes enough 
cash to guarantee him a comfortable liv- 
ing. And that’s for me. I admit, I’d like 
to live like Ava Gardner, or Lana Turner, 
or Susan Hayward. I want a plush house 
in Hollywood with a big swimming pool 
and all the other fabulous trimmings that 
are standard in the homes of movie people. 

I'd like to own a sharp car. I want 
some ritzy clothes. A career in the movies 
would assure me all that. That’s why I’m 
sticking in Hollywood. 

If I make it as a movie star, I'll have 
several people to thank for it. One is 
Roy Glenn, a veteran Negro actor, who en- 
couraged me to stick by Hollywood just 
at the time when I was ready to quit for 
good. Another is white Betty Wooky of 
the Shaw-Ingersoll agency in Hollywood. 
It was she who got 20th Century-Fox to 
audition me for the part in The President’s 
Lady. 

{ think I can make it in movies as a 
combination singer-actress like Lena Horne 
and Dorothy Dandridge. My voice, at least, 
is not the worst. I’ve had some experience 
at singing too. In USO shows during 
World War II, I performed as a singer of 
popular songs and did pretty good. 

I've done little singing since. However. 
I did try out for a vocal part in the Holly- 
wood stage musical, Sugar Hill, a few years 
ago but my voice was not loud enough for 
the bit. 

I have less experience in dramatics than 
I have in singing—and that’s bad in Hol- 
lywood, I know. But I’m working on my 
acting every chance I get. I understudied 
Jules Smart as the hussy in the stage play, 
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As the Twig is Bent, a Hollywood produc- 
tion which had a predominantly white cast. 

My inexperience in acting, I’m sure 
now, cost me dearly in Hollywood. I can 
point to several setbacks just because of 
that. There was the time, to show what 
I mean, when I auditioned for the part of 
a beautiful Egyptian girl in one of the 
Amos ’n’ Andy television plays. The cast- 
ing people said that I had “just the right 
looks for the role.” But looks were not 
the deciding factor; experience was. Rosa- 
lind Hayes got the part. 

I've since had some better luck in the 
comedy series. In one film, I’m cast in 
a major part. I play a female cab driver 
with whom Andy falls in love, thereby set- 
ting off a rash of humorous incidents in 
the play. 

Acting is a fascinating, intriguing busi- 
ness. I like it tremendously and think I 
can become good at it with a lot of hard 
work. 

However, I’m sorry to say I’m not re- 
ceiving the kind of encouragement I'd 
expected from Negro performers in the 
profession. I find most of the Negro ac- 
tresses aloof, many of the Negro actors 
full of promises. Bill Marshall, the Lydia 
Bailey star, once promised to take me un- 
der his wings and coach me in the finer 
points of acting. But he returned to his 
home in New York shortly after that and 
| haven’t seen him, nor heard from him 
since. 

I got another promise from Eddie “Roch- 
ester” Anderson, the famous comic. He 
pledged to use me on his television show, 
if he ever landed one. But he never has. 

A girl can run across a lot of phonies in 
Hollywood. The town’s full of them. Most 
of them hand out the same old line, that 
one that begins and ends with the wining 
and dining. But not all girls are smart 
enough to recognize it. And others don’t 
mind the line as long as there is the re- 
motest chance that they'll get a break in 
movies. So many of them get trapped in 
foul play. 

I was wise to the well-known Hollywood 
hoax long before I ever pulled into the 
town from back East. Now I’m wiser. I 
know my way around. 

I’m determined to give the job of acting 
an honest try like I always do with any- 
thing I’m really interested in. I once wanted 
to be an infant’s nurse, much to my closest 
friends’ surprise and against their wishes. 
But I didn’t let that stop me. 

I went right on to study for the practice 
at the New York Foundling School of In- 
fant Nursing and completed the course. 
Upon graduation, I got hired as the first 
infant’s nurse at Freedmen’s Hospital in 
Washington, D. C. 

Right now, should my career in acting 
flop, I could go back to nursing and make 
a decent living. But I’m not expecting any- 
thing like that to happen. I think I’ve got 
what it takes to make good in Hollywood. 
However, I’ll just leave that to the future. 


THE END 
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PERFUME 


A fragrance...so tempting...so alluring...you'll 
say it's your dreams-come-true perfume.” 
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Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
skin appearance with 


Sin Mou!" 


¥ 4 BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 


to lighten your skin, or your money 





back at once! 


1820 S$. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. Send coupon 


Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Star Glow Skin 
for your 


Lightener on your money back guarantee offer. 











C) | enclose $1.20 () Send C.O.D. for $1.00 

Send postpaid, tax paid plus tax and postage “HOME BFA UTY 
Name. 
se TREATMENT” 
City State 
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HELPS HUSBAND 


Make Extra Money in Spare Time 













children to support, we had a 






three 
me getting by on my husband’s sal- 










Now, thanks to Lucky Heart, I can 
look after my children and earn the | 
money we need in my spare time. | 






ut ‘vith ‘it and it sells like hot cakes. 

lad I’m a Lucky Heart Agent.” Mrs. 
South Carolina. 

, G UARANTEE YOU, TOO, CAN BE A SUC- 

ESSFUL LUCKY HEART AGENT. I show 

how, send you everything you need to 

rted. Write today for free samples, 

am nple case offer. Write Victor Wil- 

Dept. TC94, 400 Mulberry, Memphis, 
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Yours for Fraction of Original Price! 
ROYAL FRENCH 
NECKLACE & EARRING SET 


CC... 

e —, 2 Friends will envy you 
oe when you wear this sensa- 
Of tionally new Paris fashion 


creation. Silver plated 
necklace and = earrings. 
Something excitingly ditf- 
ferent for your. special 
parties and dates. Bril- 
Only $3.00 i liant diamond-like spark- 
sstones and exquisite rhinestone clasp. 
ring chain. Distinctive pear shaped tear 
Your choice of six (6) glamorous colors 
h and highlight your latest costume; 
white, red, aqua, blue, green and pur- 
Be the object of admiring male glances 
e envy of your friends. Excellent gift. 
now to get special beautiful satin lined 
Today send only $3.00. We pay post- 
d tax. Print name, address and color. 

EY BACK GUARANTEE!!! 


LIFAK JEWELRY COMPANY 


THREE SHADES 
LIGHTER 























SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, 
J blemish-free Right before your eyes. 


New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
a" product you ever hove used before. No waiting hope- 
y for months to see the results you wont. With the 
proved NEVOLINE formula we guarantee you will see 
skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 doys. 
der o trial jor today! Be convinced thot NEVOLINE is 
e gentle cream you hove been waiting for. In large 
ors of $1.00 each, or 3 jors for $2.00. Save C.0.0. 
s, enclose your remittance with order, Act now! 





PARIS IMPERIAL 
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He 
Proposed 


(Continued from Page 9) 


gently. If I thought that a refusal would 
discourage him, I was greatly mistaken. He 
called every day from then on. 

I have always been interested in music 
and at that period of my life I was a great 
Jimmy Lunceford fan. When the Lunce- 
ford band came to Houston to play at a 
dance in the Civic Auditorium, I made up 
my mind to get an autograph. But I knew 
that practically everybody in town had a 
similar idea and it wouldn't be an easy 
thing to do. 

I happened to mention it to Arnett dur- 
ing one of our phone conversations—which 
still ended with my refusal to go out with 
him—and he said that being a musician, 
he would get the autograph for me. It 
happened that Joe Thomas, Lunceford’s 
tenor man, was Arnett’s inspiration at that 
stage of his career. 

So the night of the big dance. 
on stage with the Lunceford band 
finally signalled me that he’d gotten the 
I saw him start across 
but he never 


Arnett sat 
and 


precious autograph. 
the dance floor toward me, 
made it. It seemed that he was sidetracked 
by a friend and later, he had to play with 
Milton Larkin at the “after party”’—the 
customary party given for visiting musi- 
cians after a dance. 

The phone calls continued. 
day I didn’t hear from him. I waited and 
waited, and still no word from Arnett. The 
next day I telephoned him to find out what 
had prevented his usual call. 

That broke the ice. Arnett seemed to be 
certain that I was weakening. And he was 
I invited him over to the house to 
meet my parents. It turned out to be a 
wonderful success. They were favorably 
impressed as we sat around and talked. 
wouldn’t be 


Then, 


one 


right. 


As for me—well, what girl 
flattered by the attention he had been pay- 
ing me? 

After several visits he got permission to 
take me to dances at some of the halls 
where the band was playing. All this time, 
Arnett was developing the style of playing 
that was later to become his stock in trade. 

Finally, in April, 1939, we were married. 
In just three months he had overcome my 
objections, courted me and then convinced 
me what my heart had known all along— 
that we were meant for each other. 

In the years that followed we have been 
a team together on and off the Ar- 
nett’s feeling for music and his rhythmic 
foot-patting .attracted the attention of Li- 
onel Hampton and in 1942 he joined the 
King of the Vibraphones. 


road. 





Both of us nervously awaited his Ney 
York debut, a “battle of music” at the 
Savoy in Harlem between Hamp’s band 
and Erskine Hawkins orchestra. The 
“Home of Happy Feet” was jam packed 
that night and just before the contest got 
under way. Arnett admitted that he was 
scared stiff. However, he took his place og 
the bandstand, patted his left foot, then his 
right, and started blowing. When it was 
over, we both knew that he was in—solid, 

Arnett stayed with Hamp until 1947, 
rising to the position of assistant manager 


of the band. He left to form his own 
band. With five other musicians to back 
him, Arnett had all the chance in the 
world to “preach” with his horn—and 


that’s what he did. As always, he put his 
soul into his music and the band was an 
immediate hit. We toured the East Coast 

Washington. Philly, Baltimore and other 
key cities. 

Our life together has been wonderful, 
but like couples anywhere we’ve hit hard 
times, But when we did. I’m proud 
to say that we both tried to remember we 
were Texans and took it big. 

For three long, heartbreaking years, Ar- 
nett was the victim of a complicated and 
painful back and hip injury. The fact 
that today he is still thrilling audiences 
and making hit records is a tribute to the 
same dogged determination he showed 
while courting me. 

Often people ask me about that trying 
period, but all I can say is that I stuck by 
my husband just as any real wife would do. 
I tried to make those long hospital ordeals 
as pleasant as possible, spending every pos- 
sible minute with him. I really don’t like 
to talk about it—it’s all over now—but 
here’s what Robert Sylvester wrote last 
year in the New York Daily News: 

“Cobb is at the Broadway jazz retreat 
called Birdland. It’s his first local appear- 
ance in some time and the wonder is that 
he’s on his feet much less making the kind 
of noise he makes .. . 

“He did one stretch of 15 months on his 
back and, when they let him out . . . he 
couldn’t walk. So he put together a small 
band, hauled out his saxophone and led the 


” 


too. 


band in a wheelchair .. . 

A woman can’t help loving a man like 
that! 

We're looking toward the future nov. 
Arnett is playing more dates and making 
more Columbia Okeh records than ever, 
and I divide my time between our St. Al 
bans home and my duties as manager of 
the band. 

As Sylvester once said of him, “He not 
only is a superb and imaginative musician, 
but he has a world of showmanly tricks 


and, somehow, he can make his horn be 
funny as well as gay. He’s a great jaz 
artist . 


All I can add is that as a husband, he is 
just as great. 


THE END 
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END 








DESIRE 


How can I| forget your starry eyes? 
The tremble of your lips beneath my 
kiss? 
How can I find happiness again 
Without the will to 
bliss? 


banish all our 


My Darling. if I had the keys to Heaven 

And knew you not among the angels 
there, 

I'd turn upon my heel and lock the door 

And cast away those keys in my de- 
spair! 


To feel you crushed against my breast 
once more 
While both our hearts throb madly, 
and as one, 
Is all I ask of Love and Life and Fate 
For, having you, my destiny is done! 


Elmer LeRoy Baker 





OUR HEAVEN 
We will walk in the pathway of promise 
Under the blue sky above; 
And we'll stroll 


wishes 


under trees of good 


And sit on the park bench of love. 


This shall it be- 
Yours and mine alone 
This shall it be 


Yours and mine 


our heaven 


our heaven 





our own. 


We will live in the city of marriage 
And reign on the throne of joy; 
We will tour the world for our honey- 

moon 
And truth we shall employ. 
Delma Mann 











IF I COULD BELIEVE 
If I could believe the wonderful lies 
That you tell so enchantingly with your 
eyes: 
If I could believe your elaborate schemes 
That come back to haunt me in all of 
my dreams; 
If I could believe you are faithful to me 
That above all others true love 


I'd be. 


Then I would say come with arms opened 


your 


wide, 
And forever and ever I’d stay by your 
side. 


Ann Conward 


AFTER THE DANCE 
Far above—the star-pricked darkness 
Below—the heads of tall marching 
lamps 
Radiating brave yellow light 
Cars flow along the smooth highway, 
Diamond headlights downstream 
Ruby tail lights upstream, 
You at the wheel 
And I 
Cozy and snug beside you 
Humming the catchy number 
Tantalizing rhumba 
Played over and over tonight 
By the Duke of Rhythm 
and his Ten Tan Talismen of 
Melody, 


We danced among the others 


sultry 


Everyone—beautiful in evening clothes, 
And now 

You and the night and the music 

Still pulsing through my brain 

And in my veins 
That marvelous, warm glow. 
We hum along home, 

The lamplights fade, 

Dawn slants across the east, 
I sigh contentedly 

“The dance was wonderful.” 


Ruth D. Gibbs 
PROJECT 


Always when I’m in a crowd 

I look for one dark head, passing by, 
To fit this dreamt-of you 

in depths of my 


Growing insistently 


body and soul. 
Once, 
Into mine, 
All the world fell away and 


today, when other eyes looked 


I glimpsed you. 
We were alone for that moment. 
Then we passed on, heeding not 
Such splendid wonder. 

Always when I’m in a crowd 

I look for one dark head 

Bill Smallwood 








SKIN 


TROUBLE 


Don’t Put Up With Ugly 
Itching Misery Of Rashes 
Eczema, Ringworm, Pimples 





Skin irritations like that can really 
get you down. You look at your 
upset skin and wonder why you are 
plagued this way by the awful dis- 
tress.The itching is a nagging torture. 


Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment 
usually makes a marvelous dif- 
ference in such cases. This famous, 
time-tested skin medicine goes right 
to work to help your skin gain fast, 
blessed relief. There’s just nothing 
like it! Only Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of 
this wonderful skin-prescription for- 
mula, tested by a noted physician. 


Don’t risk letting that ugly itch- 
ing misery go on for another day. 
Many, many thousands know from 
their own experience what Palmer’s 
SKIN SUCCESS Ointment can do. You 
can really depend on it! Small size: 
only 25c. Regular 75c size gives 
you 4 times as much. 


How To Take Care of Your Complexion 
Don’t just envy good-looking clear 
skin! If yourcomplexion is disturbed 
too often by surface skin germs, get 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS SOAP and use 
it every night! The deep-acting 
medicated foam really helps remove 
those germs and condition the skin. 


ointment PALMER'’s ana soap 














“With God 


All Things Are Possible!’’ Are you posing difficult 
roblems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
nhappiness? Drink? Love or Family Troubles? 
would you like more Happiness, Success and *‘Good 
rtune"’ in Life? Here is ‘wonderful NEWS of a re- 
markable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thou- 
sands to glorious new happiness and joy! Just clip this 
Message now and mail with your name, address and 3c 
stam» to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5201, 
Noroton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW 
Message of PRAYER and Faith to you by AIR 
MAIL absolutely FREE! 





SNAKE SKIN — ZEBRABY 


$228 










AUTO SEAT 
COVERS 


a 
* 
PRINTED ON e 
HEAVY PLASTIC 
Made of e 
FLEXTON 
+ 
a 


Approved by 
Good Mousekeoning 


wane eS 

@ Simple to attach — with 

de grip At. that holds 

securely ¢ PERFECT COVERS made room 
and dress up your car’s interior ¢ PATENTED SHIR- 
RING holds seat and back neatly. Sewn with NYLON 
Bh gee for long wear. LONG WEARING — DOUBLE 


eae 5S DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


CHOICE OF SPLIT OR FULL FRONT SEAT STYLES 
only $2.98. Complete set for front and rear seats 
00. When ordering specify make of car and 
payment and 
. orders sent collect 






style of seat. Order NOW. 
save shipoing charges. C.0.D 
plus postage 

MARDO SALES conn... Dept. S-5v0 
480 Lexinaton Avenue New York 17, N. Y. 
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MEN! send for this 
_ MONEY-MAKING OUTFIT 


See How Easy It Is to Make 
% $15.00 in a DAY! 


Do you want to make more money in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $15.00 in a day? Then mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, 
sent you FREE, containing more than 150 fine quality fabrics, sensa- 
tional values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and overcoats. Take 
orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every man prefers 
better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—mention the low prices 
for made-to-measure fit and style—and show our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion, you take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent income for yourself in spare 


time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 
Y 0 U if 0 W n § U | 1S It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
W | t h 0 ut 1¢ C ost any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 


Our plan makes it easy for you plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportu- 
to get your own personal suits, nity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send you this 
topcoats, and overcoats without big, valuable outfit filled with more than 150 fine fabrics 
paying 1c—in addition to your and everything else you need to start. You'll say this is 
big cash earnings. Think of it! the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush the 
Not only do we start you on the coupon today! 
road to making big money, but 
we also make it easy for you to 
get your own tebe wines Pay- W. Z. Gi BSON, INC., Dept. R-664 
ing one penny! No wonder thou- 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 
sands of men write enthusiastic Ee ee ee eee ee ee ia ee 
letters of thanks. ' 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t pay 
money for samples, for outfits, or for 
your own suit under our remarkable 
plan. So do as other men have done— 
mail the coupon now. Don’t send a 
penny. Just send us the coupon. 





W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. R-664 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable Suit 
Coupon and Sampie Kit with actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


Name Age 





Address 





City State. 
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